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THE  YOUNG  COMMANDER 


CHAPTEE   I. 


SeVebai.  days  passed  with  Claude  Tregannon 
in  frequent  visits  to  Tregannon  Ilouse,  and  in 
long  conversations  with  Mr.  Treestrail.  lie  felt  a 
melancholy  pleasure  in  rambling  alone  through 
the  silent  chambers,  where  every  thing  re- 
mained as  in  the  days  of  his  unfortunate  and 
lamented  father. 

Mr.  Stonehenge  had  no   desire  to  alter  the 
elegance  and  stateliticss  of  all  around  him;  tho 
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same  furniture,  and  the  sumo  splendid  collec- 
tion of  paintings  decorated  the  walls,  care- 
fully preserved  and  covered  by  Mr.  Treestrail, 
from  the  jxTJod  he  obtained  the  care  of  the 
mansion.  In  the  picture  gallery,  containing 
the  portraits  of  the  late  Baronet's  ancestors 
and  those  of  his  own  family,  two  pictures  had 
been  removed  by  the  orders  of  James  Tregan- 
non,  and  placed  in  a  closet,  but  with  a  feeling 
of  intense  reverence  and  aftVction,  Mr  Tree- 
strail at  once  replaced  them — they  were  those  of 
the  late  Baronet,  and  his  second  wife,  and 
upon  those  two  portraits,  Claude  Tregannon 
gazed  daily  with  the  tears  half  blinding  him 
from  emotion.  On  his  mother's  sweet,  youthful 
and  lovely  face  he  looked  with  an  eager  and 
overpowering  feeling.  In  giving  him  birth 
she  had  resigned  her  young  lite  and  those 
dark  and  beautiful  eyes  seemed  to  rest  upon 
his  as  he  looked  intently  upon  them,  with  such 
a  sweet  and  heavenly  expression,  that  he  felt 
i^trangely  affected.     He  could  not   fail  of  being 
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stmck  himself  by  the  very  remarkable  resem- 
blance he  bore  to  liis  father.  The  same  eyes, 
nose,  and  remark  .ble  mouth  and  chin.  Tho 
late  Baronet's  very  handsome  features  almost 
always  bore  a  saddened  expression,  and  Claude 
himself,  from  circumstances  affecting  his  mind 
and  feelings,  had  generally  a  serious  and  some- 
what melancholy  expression  of  countenance, 
which  made  the  similarity  stiil  more  striking. 
After  gazing  at  these  pictures  for  a  considera- 
ble time,  he  would  proceed  to  his  father's 
chamber ;  not  a  single  article  in  that  room 
had  been  removed.  James  Tregannon  having 
ordered  it  to  be  closed,  and  during  his  short 
residence  at  Tregannon,  it  was  never  onco 
opened.  When  Mr.  Treestrail  was  left  in 
possession,  his  first  care  was  to  restore  the 
chamber  of  his  beloved  and  lamented  master 
to  its  proper  state,  Every  thing  was  carefully 
dusted  and  cleaned,  and  when  our  hero  first 
visited  the  room,    he   cuuld   have   imagined  it 
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had  been  inliabitcJ  the  night  before,  so  scru- 
pulously neat  was  every  thing. 

Every  part  of  the  mansion  was  examined  by 
Claude  Tregannon,  with  the  hope  of  discover- 
ing some  secret  mode  of  entrance,  but  none 
could  bo  found  ;  except  through  some  of  the 
lower  windows,  there  appeared  no  possible 
mode  of  entering  the  house,  and  Mr.  Treestrail 
assured  liim,  that  during  the  Baronet's  life 
those  were  carefully  bolted  and  barred  every 
night.  He  s;dd  he  had  himself  a  kind  of  sus- 
picion that  the  mansion  was  entered  during 
that  eventful  night ;  but  on  carefully  examining 
the  windows,  not  a  pane  of  glass  or  shutter 
was  touched  or  broken.  One  morning,  as 
Claude  was  walking  round  the  east  wing 
of  the  mansion,  his  attention  was  attracted  to 
the  very  window  by  which  James  Tregannon 
had  entered.  He  was  suddenly  struck  with 
the  idea  of  how  easy  it  would  be  to  get 
up  to  that  window  by  the  great  pear-tree 
that  grew  beneath   it.     lie  had  just  got  over 
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the  paling,  and  crossed  the  flower-beds,  to 
look  more  particularly,  when  Mr.  Trecstraii 
came  by. 

**  I  have  been  thinking,"  he  said,  **  how  very 
easy  it  would  bo  to  get  in  through  that  win- 
dow, by  climbing  this  pear-tree.'' 

"  God  bless  me !"  exclaimed  Mr.  Treestrai!, 
^*  I  never  thought  of  that  window.  Easy 
enough  if  it  were  unfastened.  It  is  a  lumber- 
room,  I  know,  but  I  do  not  think  I  ever  entered 
it,  neither  do  I  know  where  the  key  is  ;  but 
we  must  positively  have  a  look  into  it.  Who- 
ever made  the  attempt  to  enter  the  mansion, 
and  I  am  more  and  more  convinced  that  some 
one  did,  depend  upon  it  they  were  provided 
with  tools  and  keys  for  opening  doors.  This 
v\indow  being  more  than  thirty  feet  from  the 
ground,  escaped  my  investigation  ;  but  we  can 
go  in  now,  sir,  and  have  a  look  over  the 
room,  and  see  if  the  window  is  secured 
inside ;    fur   I   dare    say,   during  Mr.    Stone- 
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hciige's  ros'dcnce  here,  that  room  was  never 
exaiinned." 

They  passed  on  into  the  house,  and  Mr. 
Trecstrail  went  to  search  for  bundles  of  keys, 
while  Claude  Tregaunon  rambled  through  the 
house  towards  the  chamber  in  question. 

In  a  few  minutes  Mr.  Treestrail  joined  him, 
and  after  inserting  more  than  a  dozen  old  keys, 
they  found  one  that  turned  the  lock,  and  open- 
ing the  door,  entered  the  room. 

Claude  Tregannon  was  immersed  in  very 
painful  thought,  for  the  words  of  his  dying 
uncle  haunted  his  mind,  though  he,  at  the  same 
time,  thought  it  probable  that  he  was  in 
a  manner  wandering,  and  naturally,  by  long 
thinking  on  the  subject,  had  become  impressed 
with  the  conviction  that  the  late  Sir  Claude 
Tregannon  was  actually  murdered  by  James 
Tregannon.  Our  hero  was  not  awn  re  of  the 
many  conversations  his  uncle  had  had  with  Mr. 
Parks,  who  was  firmly  of  opinion  that  the  Ba- 
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ronet  had  never  either  destroyed  himself,  or 
taken  poison  inadvertently.  For  several  mo- 
ments they  remained  just  within  the  door, 
gazing  upon  the  many  strange  and  incon- 
gruous objects  heaped,  without  order  or 
regularity,  in  various  parts  of  the  chamber. 

Some  very  old  pictures,  in  massiveand  tarnished 
frames,  hung  or  leaned  against  the  wall ;  broken 
mirrors,  in  very  old-fashioned  frames  ;  great 
lumbering  antique  presses ;  old  clocks  and 
bells  ;  queer-looking  time  pieces  ;  grim  images 
of  all  kinds,  black  with  the  dust  of  years  ;  boxej< 
of  papers ;  old  deeds  and  rolls  of  moth-eaten 
tapestry ;  great  carved  high-backed  cliairs  of 
the  period  of  George  the  First,  and  various 
other  articles  of  the  same  time. 

Claude  approached  the  window ;  it  was  un- 
fastened ;  neither  were  there  any  shutters. 
On  opening  it  and  looking  out,  he  perceived 
that  the  great  pear-tree  reached  to  within  u 
foot  or  two  of  the  window,  and  that  three  or 
four  feet  below  was  a  strong  branch  that  would 
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support  any    one   wishing   to   get   in    at    the 
window. 

"  Any  one  might  stand  on  that  branch,  cer- 
tainly," said  Mr.  Treestrail,  looking  out;  *' but 
we  can  only  surmise  this ;  for  it  would  be 
impossible  to  tell  by  the  tree  or  the  wall,  as 
the  cement  and  plaster  knocked  off  might  be 
easily  done  by  the  uuconfined  branches  of  the 
tree." 

Closing  the  window,  they  carefully  examined 
the  chamber,  but  nothing  to  excite  suspicion 
met  their  view. 

*^  We  can  make  no  discovery  here,  my  dear 
sir,"  said  Claude  Tregannon  ;  "  but,  no  doubt, 
if  any  one  entered  through  this  window,  they 
came  provided  with  skeleton  keys,  such  as  bur- 
glars use." 

^'  Ah,"  said  Mr.  Treestrail,  *'  if  it  was 
James  Tregannon,  and  I  feel  convinced  if  anyone 
did,  it  must  have  been  he,  he  was  well  ac- 
quainted with  those  tools,  if  all  that  the  Con- 
stable Trelawncy  said  of  him  was  true." 
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**  He    must   have   caused     my  dear  father 
much  misery,"  observed  our  hero. 

They  descended  the  stairs,  and  shortly  afte' 
walked  out  into  the  avenue  :  ''  Everytime  M' 
Treestrail,"  continued  Claude,  **  that  I  walk 
over  those  grounds,  some  vague,  indistinct 
vision  of  the  past  floats  before  my  mind's  eye, 
it  seems  as  if  the  memory  of  my  early  child- 
hood was  returning  to  me  like  a  dream." 

^*  I  do  not  doubt  it,  my  dear  sir — I  do  not 
doubt  it,  you  were  not  too  young  to  be  impres- 
sed with  some  remembrance  ;  and  peculiarly 
situated  as  you  were  afterwards,  ever  thinking 
and  dreaming  over  the  past,  those  remem- 
brances now  come  back  to  you,  recalled  by  the 
scenes  themselves.  When  you  cross  the  river 
to-morrow  at  King  Harry,  recollect  you  cannot 
keep  altogether  along  the  bank  of  the  stream, 
but  you  can  keep  in  view  of  the  water  ;  the 
creek  or  inlet  you  mentioned,  near  which  this 
cave  is  to  be  found,  is  the  very  inlet  where  the 
B  5 
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child's  body  was  discovorod.  Win  sc  child 
could  that  1)0  ? 

'*  I  have  imzzlod  over  th<;  whole  circiini- 
staucos  till  1  boc.iinu  bewildered,  indeed  1  do 
believe  that  Sir  Charles  Treoastle  and  his  lady 
were  both  firndy  persuaded  the  body  was 
yours,  for  as  everyone  said,  what  (jth(>r  body 
could  it  be  with  your  garments  on.  However 
thee  is  no  use  puzzling  over  this  perplexing 
matter  now  ;  when  v<^u  i;et  to  this  creek  vou 
will  see  a  higii,  rciddish  looking  hill,  very 
abrupt  and  sttop,  and  Ik  Ti'  aii<l  there  thickly 
covered  with  low  shrubs  and  brushwood  ;  now 
it  strikes  me,  my  dear  sir,  that  somewhere  at 
the  foot  of  that  hill  you  will  fiud  the  cave  you 
mentioned,  1  do  not  know  any  other  part  in 
that  locality  where  a  cavu  could  bo." 

*^  I  shall  have  no  difH;!ulty,*'  replied  Clamio, 
*'in  tinding  the  locality.  I  feel  so  curious  and 
anxious  that,  as  I  have  plenty  of  tinu>,  1  will 
walk  over  there  this  evening  and  have  a  louk 
at  the  place." 
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*'  You  can  do  so,  certainly,''  said  Mr.  Treeh- 
trail,  ^*  and  then  to-n  orrow  wo  will  go  over  the 
ground  together.  You  seem  to  have  a  wish 
to  explore  first  by  yourself." 

Claude  returned  to  his  little  room  at  tlu 
Inn,  for  though  Mr.  Treestrail  wished  him  tn 
remain  at  Tregannon  Ilouse  he  preferred, 
for  many  reasons,  to  stay  where  he  had  first 
located  himself;  besides  he  felt  great  pleasure 
in  talking  over  old  times  with  Dame  Trees- 
trail, whose  great  delight  it  was  to  converse 
with  hill).  Opening  his  portmanteau,  Claude 
placed  a  brace  of  pistols  in  his  pocket,  not  in- 
deed that  he  had  the  most  remote  idea  he 
should  require  then  ,  but  such  a  precaution  was 
not  quite  unnecessary,  situated  as  ho  felt  he 
was  ;  he  also  put  a  wux  taper  and  materials  for 
striking  a  liglit  should  he  discover  tlu;  eavr 
mention(!d  in  the  letter  received  by  Mr.  Park.s, 
which  letter  with  other  important  papei*s  of 
his  uncle,  Hanncih  hid  taken  care  to  secure. 

Taking  a  stout  stick  in  his  hand  he  crossed 
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the  river  by  the  ferry,  and  then  branching  oflf 
from  the  road,  continued  his  walk  along  the 
banks  of  the  Fal,  sometimes  pushing  his  way 
through  a  thick  entangled  nut  wood,  getting 
glimpses  of  the  river  as  he  proceeded. 

Having  walked  rather  more  than  two    miles, 
he  perceived  the   creek  he  was  in  search  of, 
and  he  looked  around  him,   but  had  not  the 
remotest  recollection  of  any  object  before  him, 
having    been   enveloped   in    the  sack  during 
this  part  of  his  abduction  ;  as  he  proceeded 
along  the  creek,  which  was  half-a-mile  long,  he 
perceived    the   rotten  planks  and  frame  of  a 
small  punt   the  bottom  and  sides  all  gone,   and 
the  timbers  and  gunnel  so  decayed   as  to  turn 
to    powder  on    pressing:    *^This,    no   doubt," 
soliloquised  Claude,  *'  was  the  punt  the  wretch 
and  his  wife  crossed  the  river  in."     Hg  then 
perceived    the  abrupt   red    coloured   hill    Mr. 
Treestrail  had  mentioned,  and  in  ten    minutes 
he  had  forced  his  way  through  the  low   bushes 
and  underwood  that  covered  the  ground  be- 
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tween  the  creek  and  the  hill.  Standing  where 
he  was,  he  examined  carefully  the  steep  side 
of  the  hill ;  it  had  no  verdure  whatever  on  its 
upper  surface,  red  clay  and  rocks  seemed  to  bo 
its  only  composition.  The  base  was  thickly 
covered  with  entangled  masses  of  the  black- 
berry and  sloe  tree  and  other  plants  of  low 
growth.  There  were  no  visible  signs  of  a  cave 
either  below  or  above,  but  carefully  with  his 
stick,  he  pushed  aside  the  brambles,  and  after 
half-an-hour's  diligent  search,  and  when  al- 
most on  the  point  of  thinking  there  could  be 
no  cave,  he  discovered  a  narrow  entrance 
into  what  was  either  a  cavern  or  a  mine  shaft. 
With  an  exclimation  of  surprise  and  plea- 
sure, he  made  his  way  through  the  bram- 
bles and  shrubs,  and  found  himself  without 
any  trouble  at  the  entrance  of  a  deep  fissure 
in  the  side  of  the  hill.  Continuing  his  way  in, 
till  the  profound  darkness  caused  him  to  stop, 
he  struck  a  light,  and  soon  found  himself  in  a 
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tolerably  large  and  lofty  cave ;  the  light  he 
had  was,  however,  too  weak  to  shew  all  the 
extent  of  the  cavern — but  scarcely  had  he  ad- 
vanced eight  or  ten  yards,  before  he  stopped 
with  an  exclamation  of  extreme  astonishment, 
for  directly  opposite  him  were  evidences  that 
the  cave  either  contained  an  inhabitant  at  that 
moment,  or  one  had  but  recently  left.  Close 
to  where  he  stood  was  a  rude  fire-place  of  four 
large  stones,  in  which  were  a  heap  of  half- 
burned  pieces  of  dried  wood,  still  emitting  a 
light  smoke.  Beside  the  fire  was  a  large  tin 
saucepan,  covered  with  rust,  whilst  a  ^^  ooden 
peg,  driven  into  the  side  of  the  rock,  held  sus- 
pended, a  sheep's  head,  quite  fresh,  and  not 
many  yards  off  was  a  large  heap  of  tresh 
gathered  fern. 

For  Several  moments,  Claude  Tregannon 
stood  gazing  on  those  tokens  of  habitation  with 
a  strange  feeling  pervading  his  mind.  Who 
could  be  the  inhabitant  of  this  cheerless  dweli- 
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ing,  was  his  first  thought — some  wandering 
gipsies,  perhaps,  had  discovered  it,  and  selected 
it  for  a  temporary  ahode. 

Continuing  his  examination,  and  carefully 
holding  his  light  to  every  object,  he,  at 
length,  in  one  corner  of  the  cave,  perceived 
something  white,  looking  like  a  bundle  ;  mov- 
ing these  asunder,  and  carefully  separating 
them,  he  could  see,  rotten  and  decayed  as 
they  were,  the  garments  of  a  young  child, 
seemingly  those  of  a  boy.  The  conviction 
flashed  to  his  mind  that  these  articles,  no 
doubt,  had  belonged  to  the  child  that  was 
buried  with  all  the  honours  due  to  the  heir  of 
rank  and  wealth.  While  he  stood  thus  musing 
and  conjecturing  a  thousand  strange  ideas  and 
surmises,  the  sound  of  a  man's  voice,  deep 
and  harsh,  reached  his  ears,  coming  from  the 
mouth  of  the  cave.  Claude  felt  tne  blood 
rush  to  his  cheek  and  temples — that  voice  came 
upon  his  ear  with  the  memory  of  the  long- 
past  rushing  through  his  brain  ;   his  heart  beat 
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till  he  fancied  ho  could  hear  it,  as  with  a  con- 
vulsive motion  his  hand  grasped  one  of  his 
pistols.  Extinguishing  his  light,  he  placed 
himself  within  a  deep  fissure,  and,  as  he  did 
so,  heard  the  same  voice  say — 

*^  Wait  awhile.  Bill,  I'll  strike  a  light — you 
don't  know  the  navigation  of  this  place  as 
well  as  I  do." 

**  Well,"  replied  a  gruff,  hoarse  voice, 
"  every  man  has  his  fancy.  Curse  these  here 
dark  holes  ;  grubbing  under  the  ground  like  a 
mole  don't  suit  we  gipsies  ;  on  the  moor,  and 
the  heath,  or  under  the  green- wood  tree,  suits 
our  constitutions  better." 

"  I  like  your  notions,  Bill,"  returned  the 
other,  striking  a  steel,  and  endeavouring  to 
light  a  match.  "  Ah,"  he  continued,  with  an 
oath,  "  what  a  fool  I  am  !  there  are  some  em- 
bers alight  yet  in  the  fire  there — I  just  caught 
a  glimpse  of  them." 

The  next  instant,  a  candle  threw  its  glare 
round  the  cave,  and  our  hero,  from  his  place 
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of  concealment,  gazed  upon  the  speakers  with 
a  trembling  kind  of  intense  anxiety. 

The  two  men  had  advanced  into  the  cave, 
and  sticking  the  candle  into  the  handle  of  an 
old  iron  saucepan,  the  first  speaker  threw  a  lot 
of  dry  wood  on  the  embers,  and  kneeling 
down,  soon  blew  them  into  a  flame,  then 
rising,  he  said — 

"  Now  sit  down.  Bill,  on  that  stone,  it's  the 
softest  in  the  place,"  he  added,  with  a  harsh 
laugh ;  ^^  I  can  give  you  a  first-rate  glass  of 
Hollands,  and  a  slice  of  fried  liver,  and  then 
we  will  have  a  chat.  It's  nigh  eleven  years 
since  we  met,  and  I've  been  half  round  the 
globe  in  that  time,  made  a  sailor  of  against 
my  will,  and  fighting  the  enemies  of  my 
country,  as  they  called  it.     Curse  them,  they 

laid  the  marks  of  their  d d  cat  on  my  back 

— it  was  for  being  late  in  laying  out  on  the 
foreyard — I  had  sprained  my  hand,  and  I  could 
scarcely  use  it ;  but  1  swore  then  I  would  pay 
the   scoundrel   who   ordered   my  punishment, 


1  8  THE  YOUNG  COMMANDER. 

and    I    did — he   will  carry   my    mark    to   his 
grave." 

As  the  man  spoke  and  turned  round,  taking 
out  of  a  hole  a  stone  jar,  which  contained  the 
spirits,  the  light  fell  full  on  his  strongly 
marked  features.  Eleven  years  had  left  their 
impress,  and  the  face  was  changed  ;  the  well- 
formed  features  had  a  sterner,  fiercer,  and  more 
desperately  reckless  expression,  his  hair  was 
slightly  grey,  but  his  broad  massy  form  was 
still  unchanged  by  time  or  hardship.  Claude 
gazed  upon  his  face  with  a  stern  brow  and 
a  clenched  hand;  he  recognized  those  never-to- 
be-forgotten  features  ;  there  he  was,  the  cruel 
tyrant  of  his  early  years,  the  man  for  whose 
apprehension  his  kind,  noble  hearted  uncle  had 
ofi'ered  such  large  rewards — there  he  was  before 
him,  the  identical  Black  George,  he  so  ardently 
thirsted  to  capture.  So  intense  was  his  feeling 
of  fierce  resentment — so  strong  and  so  forcible 
was  the  memory  of  the  past ;  his  early  sufi*or- 
ing,  and  still  more  cruel  wrongs,  all  rushed  in 
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such  painful  confusion  through  his  brain,  that 
he  was  on  the  point  of  rushing  from  his  place 
of  concealment,  and  seizing  his  oppressor  on 
the  spot  ;  a  moment's  reflection,  however, 
calmed  the  tumult  of  his  blood,  and  caused 
him  to  restrain  his  temper  and  wait  till  at  least 
he  heard  what  these  men  had  to  say,  and  to 
discorer,  if  possible,  what  object  brought  Black 
Greorge  to  the  cave. 

The  men,  in  the  mean  time,  had  settled 
themselves  near  the  fire,  with  two  cans  full  of 
undiluted  hollands.  and  large  slices  of  sheep's 
liver  were  cut,  and  placed  across  the  charcoal 
to  broil. 

"  Well,  blow  me  Greorge,  but  this  aint  so 
bad  neither,"  said  the  Kan  named  Bill,  a  tall, 
swarthy  gipsy,  about  fifty.  '*  It  most  be 
cursed  damp  here,  in  the  winter,  though/' 

"  Oh,  I  never  came  here  till  now,  myself," 
said  Black  George,  scientifically  turning  the 
broil,  the  smell  from  which  pervaded  the 
cave,  "  and  I  don't  intend,  now  I  have  luckily 
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stumbled  on  you,  to  stay  longer  than  the  time 
you  will  be  getting  me  a  gipsy  turn  out.  I 
must  keep  deuced  close ;  it  would  not  do  to  be 
hung  out  to  dry,  suspended  from  the  fore  yard 
of  that  d old  ship,  I  got  away  from.'' 

"  Well,"  remarked  the  other,  **  wherever 
you  got  this  stuff,  it's  the  right  sort,  George  ; 
now  let  us  hear  how  the  devil  you  came  on 
board  a  man-of-war,  and  how  you  have  dis- 
posed of  your  carcase  these  long  years — here's 
your  health  lad." 

*'  The  last  time  I  saw  you,  Bill,"  began 
Black  George,  stopping  at  intervals  to  devour 
the  broiled  liver,  and  swallow  a  cup  of  hol- 
lands.  "  The  last  time  I  saw  you  was  two 
days  after,  you  may  remember,  that  bungling 
affair  of  the  Axminster  Stage." 

"  Oh,  aye,  I  remember,"  returned  the  other, 

"  but  by I  dont  call  it  such  a  bungling 

affair,  we  shared  three  hundred  and  eighty  odd 
pounds,  and  our  four  comrades  who  were 
nabbed  got  clear  off  for  want  of  evidence." 
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**Yes,"  said  Black  George,  **and  lost  the 
eight  hundred  pounds  hard  cash  ;  but  no  mat- 
ter, I  had  to  make  myself  remarkably  scarce 
after  tliat  aflPair,  for  those  Bonds,  of  Grange 
House,  took  it  into  their  heads  to  offer  a  deuce 
of  a  reward  for  my  individual  apprehension." 

"  Why,     d it,    George,"    interrupted 

Gipsy  Bill,  "  why,  it  was  those  people  who 
found  your  son,  and  kept  him,  didn't  they — 
What's  became  of  him  ?  I  heard  some  queer 
reports  in  the  village,  about  that  ere  business. 
They  took  him  for  some  one  else,  eh  ?" 

Claude  Tregannon  hardly  breathed. 

**  Yes,"  very  coolly  returned  Black  George, 
with  a  mocking  kind  of  laugh,  "that  was  a 
rum  go,  Bill,  but  as  they  paid  for  the  boy's 
education,  and  made  a  gentleman  of  him,  I  let 
well  alone.  As  to  what  became  of  him,  I 
can't  say,  as  I  quitted  the  country  soon  after, 
as  you  shall  hear,  if  you  don't  interrupt  me." 
"  Yery  well — go  it  your  own  way,  my  lad. 
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you  were  always  a  peg  higlier  than  any  of  us, 
when  you  got  on  your  stilts." 

^'  Well,  some  time  after  that,"  recomiueuced 
Black  George,  '^  I  embarked  with  my  wife  in 
the  Independence  for  J^ew  York,  intending  to 
try  my  luck  in  the  back  woods,  but  ill-luck 
pursued  uie.  Our  Captain  was  a  drunken 
blackguard — the  first  mate  a  scoundrel,  and  the 
crew  the  most  mutinous  set  of  lubbers  as  ever 
handled  an  emigrant  ship.  We  were  a  hundred 
and  thirty-eight  souls  on  board,  men,  women, 
and  children,  and  all  stowed  between  decks 
like  a  parcel  of  swine ;  with  a  steady  east 
wind  we  ran  a  good  distance  in  the  two  first 
days.  It  then  chopped  round  to  the  south, 
blowing  hard,  and  at  night  turned  into  a  gale 
at  south  west ;  before  two  o'clock  the  next 
morning,  our  Captain  was  dead  drunk,  our 
cLief  mate  cursing,  swearing,  and  bullying  the 
crew,  and  driving  the  sick  passengers  down 
below,  where  the  heat  was  stifling ;  the  rascal 


THE  YOUNQ  COMMANDER.  23 

struck  mc  because  I  refused  to  go  down  and 
have  tho  batches  fastened  over  us ;  in  return 
I  knocked  bim  down — be  then  swore  be  would 
shoot  me  for  a  mutinous  dog,  and  called  the 
crew  to  belp  bim.  All  this  time  the  craz^  old 
ship  was  plunging  her  bows  into  tbe  breaking 
seas,  and  heeling  over  enough  to  carry  away  her 
masts,  half  tbe  trew  were  drunk,  and  tbe  other 
half  mutinous ;  thus  before  daylight  we  lost 
our  masts,  and  in  the  midst  of  a  pitiless  hur- 
ricane we  drove  asbore  on  what  we  learned 
afterwards  was  the  *  Island  of  Arran/  in  tbe 
Bay  of  Gal  way.  In  less  than  a  quarter  of  an 
hour  the  sea  swept  a  hundred  of  our  wretcbed 
passengers  overboard,  and  in  less  than  an 
hour  the  ship  went  in  two,  and  left  tbe 
rest  of  us  to  dro\Vn  or  get  asbore  as  we  could  ; 
I  lost  my  wife  and  every  article  I  possessed, 
and  got  to  land  with  about  thirty  of  our  crew 
and  male  passengers,  nearly  as  naked  as  when 
we    were  born — some   with   broken  arms  and 
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bruises,  ponniloss  and  miserable.  The  only 
consolation  was  that  our  rascally  skipper  was 
drowned,  and  that  the  first  mate  kept  him 
company.  The  poor  fishermen  of  the  island, 
a  rough  but  good-natured  race,  gave  us  shelter 
and  food,  and  picked  up  what  they  could  of  the 
wreck  ;  some  boxes  and  chests  were  driven 
ashore,  and  the  contents,  scattered  ^ith  a  lot 
of  dead  bodies,  over  the  rocks;  we  picked 
up  garments  enough  to  clothe  ourselves.  For 
three  days  I  searched  in  vain  for  my  wife's 
body,  but  it  did  not  drift  ashore.  Well,  to 
shorten  my  tale,  we  were  carried  to  Gahvay, 
and  a  subscription  got  up  for  us,  and  the  sick 
and  wounded  taken  to  the  hospital.  I  made 
my  way  along  the  coast,  to  get  to  Cork  or 
some  port,  and  work  my  passage  to  England, 
when  one  evening  I  was  nabbed  by  a  press- 
gang  and  carried  on  board  a  cutter,  and  finally 
on  board  a  frigate  in  the  Cove  of  Cork.  We 
sailed  shortly  after  with  a  convoy  for  the  West 
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Indies,  there  was  no  use  in  grumbling  when  the 
cat  was  exhibited  for  every  petty  offence  ;  so 
as  long  as  I  got  fair  treatment  I  did  ray  duty  ; 
but  with  the  firm  determination  that  as  I  was 
forced  on  board  against  my  will,  I  would  leave, 
the  first  opportunity,  of  my  own  accord.  After 
nine  years'  absence  spent  in  foreign  parts,  now 
and  then  fighting  and  taking  prizes,  we  sailed 
for  England.  1  was  not  in  the  same  ship  all 
this  time — for  I  got  a  severe  wound  in  a  fight 
with  some  piratical  craft,  and  was  left  at  Ba 
badoes  in  hospital,  and  when  recovered,  shipped 
on  board  another  King's  ship.  Well,  we  reached 
Portsmouth,  and  shared  some  prize  money, 
and  then  I  cut  my  stick,  but  not  before  I  con- 
trived to  give  the  second  lieutenant  a  knock 
over  the  head  one  night  in  Portsmouth  that 
will  keep  up  a  lively  remembrance  of  me  in 
his  brain  ;  for  some  how,  you  see.  Bill,  I  like 
to  repay  all  debts  of  honour ;  he  got  me  three 
dozen,  for  I  may  say  nothing,  and  I  told  him  I 
voi^  I.  C 
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would  repay  liiui,  and  tlieu  be  got  nie  two  dozen 
more,  and  six  days  in  heavy  irons,  and  a  threat 
of  hanging  n^.c  next  time.  1  left  him,  however, 
with  one  optic  the  less,  and  a  cut  on  the  back 
of  the  head  you  could  thrust  your  fist  in." 

*'  Sarve  him  right — curse  him,"  growled 
Bill.  "  What  right  have  they  to  make  a  man 
a  slave  if  he  don't  like  it,  then  flog  him  like 
a  dog." 

*^  Well,  I  won't  dispute  their  rights.  Bill — 
seamen  must  fight,  you  know,  and  if  they 
would  only  be  a  little  less  tyrannical  and  pitch 
the  blasted  cat  overboard,  I  don't  see  much 
cause  for  grumbling.  Our  first  Captain  was 
an  out  and  out  fine  fellow,  and  every  inch  a 
gentleman.  The  next  rose  from  before  the 
mast  to  be  a  skipper,  and  a  black  hearted 
beggar  he  was,  and  it  was  all  flogging,  though  he 
had  the  finest  crew  in  the  fleet.  Well,  I  now 
was  free — so  I  made  the  best  of  my  way,  desiring 
to    get    rid  of  my  sailor's  garments,    and  once 
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raore  rig  myself  as  a  travelling  tinker.  You 
know  how  I  can  change  my  face,  Bill,  I  never 
let  any  one  on  board  to  sec  me  do  this,  and 
well  it  was  I  had  this  power,  for  ten  times 
over  T  should  have  been  nabbed  but  for  it;  for 
there  was  a  hot  pursuit  after  me,  and  had  I 
been  taken,  I  should  have  got,  as  I  said,  an 
airing  at  the  end  of  a  rope,  on  board  one  of 
his  Majesty's  ships — my  first  thought  was  to 
look  after  my  son." 

*'  Come  now,  George,"  interrupted  Bill, 
with  a  laugh,  getting  more  familiar  as  the 
Hollands  worked,  for  he  evidently  stood  in 
awe  of  his  comrade — "  Come  now,  drop  this 
dodge,  trying  to  gammon  me  ;  sure  I  knows 
blasted  well  that  that  ere  boy,  whoever  he  is, 
was  not  yours  ;  our  women  picked  up  a  lot  of 
news  from  servants  and  others  while  telling 
fortunes  both  here  and  in  Dorset — and — " 

*'  Well,    what    the    devil    is  it   to    you," 
fiercely  interrupted  Black  George,  with  a  most 
c  6 
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omininus  frown,  and  clenching  his  fist,  '*  whose 
son  he  is.  It  answers  my  purpose  to  call  him 
my  son." 

**  Well,  curse  it,  George,  you  baint  going  to 
quarrel  with  an  old  comrade  as  has  lielped  you 
out  of  many  a  scrape  when  you  first  joined 
our  tribe,  and  am  now  willing  to  do  the  same — 
but-^'' 

**  You  are  right,  Bill — Pm  a  d d  un- 
grateful fellow  to  keep  anything  from  you," 
returned  Black  George,  holding  out  his  hand  ; 
**  but,  you  see,  I'm  sw^orn,  and,  as  I  was  paid, 
and  all's  square,  I  never  betrays  a  secret,  till 
I'm  betrayed  myself — so  let  him  be  my  son 
for  the  present." 

*^  All  right,  comrade,  all  right,"  exclaimed 
Bill ;  "I  like  good  faith,  when  good  faith  is 
kept ;  call  the  chap  your  son,  or  your 
grand-mother,  if  you  likes  ;  but  did  you  find 
him  ?" 

^'  No,"    returned    the    other,    ''  I  did   not. 


THE  YOUNO  CJMMANDER.  29 

When  I  got  into  Dorsetshire,  I  heard  that  the 
Bonds  of  Grange  were  dead — both  dead — and 
that  the  property  went  to  a  miserly  cousin  of 
theirs,  and  that  the  ^d  gentleman  dying 
without  signing  his  will,  his  nephew,  as  my 
son  was  called  by  them,  was  left  with  rery 
little,  and  had  departed  from  the  country,  and 
I  could  not  find  out  where  he  went  to,  so  I 
travelled  on  here  ;  and,  by  mere  chance,  when 
sitting  in  an  ale-house,  I  heard  that  1  was 
tracked  to  these  here  parts,  which  made  me 
get  to  this  cave  as  fast  as  possible,  as  I  had 
something  to  do  here  also,  but  my  ill  luck  still 
clung  to  me  ;  I  wanted  to  see  a  fellow  they 
call  Stonehenge,  agent  to  Sir  James  Tre- 
gannon,  of  Tregannon  Park." 

"  Why,  hang  it,  George,  that's  the  chap 
they  say  as  went  by  the  name  of  Smith,  a 
coiner  and  burglar,  and  that  he  fled  the  coun- 
try, because  some  chap,  a  constable,  they  say, 
recognized  him  as  Smith — it's  a  rum  story  al- 
together— you  remember  Smith  well,  don't  ye 
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— the  chap  as  took  you  away  one  time  from  us 
on  Truro  Common,  eh  ?" 

"  Yes,  1  remember  him  well,"  said  Black 
George  ;  "  but  did  you  hear  what  has  become 
of  Stonchonge,  the  attorney  ;  you  have  been 
about  these  parts  these  two  months  and 
more,  your  women  must  have  picked  up  some 
news." 

"  Lord,  aye,  I  knows  all  about  him,  he  made 
off,  they  say,  with  a  power  of  money  to 
America,  and  robbed  the  Baronet  of  all  his 
plate — but  that's  contradicted — they  say  that's 
in  strong  chests  in  Tregannon  House  still." 

**IIa,  indeed,"  interrupted  Black  George, 
sharply  ;  "  how  many  of  you  muster  about  the 
country  here  ?" 

"  Oh,  we  are  strong ;  and  have  done  a  good 
business  here  and  there  through  the  country — 
I  could  get  ten  or  twelve  stout  lads  in  two 
hours — some  five  or  six  in  lialf-an-hour." 

**  Well,  just  get  me  a  change  of  dress,  and 
some  of  your  walnut  dye,  lor   I   am   afraid  to 
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stir  a  mile  from  this.     If  I  hiid  not  met  you  in 
a'    the  preserve  I  was  hard  up." 

"  Well  then,"  said  Bill,  "  the  best  thing  you 
can  do  is  to  come  now  with  me  to  my  tent,  and 
I'll  change  you  so  that  your  mother,  if  you  ever 
had  one,  would  not  own  you." 
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CHAPTER    II. 


Claude  Teegannon  had  listened  to  the  conyer- 
sation  of  the  two  men  with  feelings  not  easily 
described  ;  wdien  Black  George  had  called  him 
his  son,  the  blood  rushed  violently  into  his  face, 
but  the  after  observations  of  both  proved  to 
him  that  Black  George  had  still  some  impor- 
tant projects  on  foot.  If  he  let  him  out  of  his 
sight  now  he  might  never  get  hold  of  him  again, 
so  subtle  was  the  man's  nature,  and  so  ex- 
traordinary w^ere  the  changes  he  could  effect  in 
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his  face  and  person.  When  they  rose  up  to  de- 
part from  the  cave,  and  Black  George  was 
actually  stooping  to  blow  out  the  candle,  our 
hero,  trusting  to  his  great  strength  and  activity, 
and  possessing  fire  arras,  rushed  suddenly 
from  his  hiding-place,  exclaiming  in  a  loud 
Toice — 

^'  Villains,  we  have  you  now." 

At  the  first  sound  of  his  voice,  the  gipsy 
Bill  started  to  his  feet,  and  seeing  the  athletic 
figure  of  Claude,  with  a  pistol  extended  in  his 
right  hand,  turned  and  fled  from  the  cave  ; 
not  so  Black  Georjic,  he  also  started  and 
turned  round,  but  the  next  instant  the  grasp 
of  Tregannon  was  on  his  collar,  and  their  two 
faces  were  within  a  few  incaes  of  each  other. 

"  So,  ruffian,"  exclaimed  our  hero,  in  great 
excitement,  as  he  held  the  unshrinking  robber 
in  his  powerful  grasp,  ^'so  we  meet  now  on 
more  equal  terms  ;  you  remember  me,  1  see — 
time  has  not  obliterated  all  traces  of  the  child 
you  so  cruelly  ill-treated." 
c  5 
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**  No,"  exclaimed  tho  robber,  ''  no,  the 
father  does  not  so  easily  forget  the  features  of 
his  son." 

**  Fool,  as  well  as  villain,"  said  Claude,  pas- 
sionately, ''  cease  to  think  this  lying  tale  will 
find  believers.  You  come  with  me,  for  sooner 
than  let  you  escipe  me  now,  I  would  blow 
your  brains  out,  and  spare  the  hangman  a  task 
that  ought  to  have  been  performed  years  ago." 

'^  Oh,"  fiercely  exclaimed  IMack  George, 
"you  crow  lustily  for  a  young  cock  ;  but,  re- 
member, 1  tell  you,  I  will  swear  before  any 
magistrates  in  the  land  that  you  are  my  son — 
and  I  can  give  proofs  of  it,  too,  though  I  were 
to  be  hung  for  it  the  next  moment ;  but  you 
want  to  try  strength,  do  you  ?" 

With  a  sudden  and  very  powerful  jerk  he 
thought  to  rid  himself  cf  his  young  opponent ; 
but  Claude  was,  perhaps,  as  powerful  a  youth 
as  any  in  all  England  ;  and  not  fur  an  instant, 
strong  as  he  was,  iiad  Black  George  a  chance 
of  victory  over  his  detainer — still  it  was  a  fierce 
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and  terrible  struggle.  Our  hero  threw  down 
his  pistol,  determined  to  master  the  ruffian  by 
main  force.  Black  George,  with  a  savage 
curse,  wound  his  arms  round  the  youth,  and 
strove  to  dash  him  to  the  ground,  but,  exerting 
his  great  strength,  and  incited  by  the  memory 
of  the  cruel  usage  he  had  received,  Claude, 
with  a  great  effort,  lifted  the  villain  from  his 
feet,  and  threw  him  from  him  with  violence. 

The  man  reeled  and  fell  backwards,  and  fall- 
ing heavily  with  his  head  against  one  of  the 
huge  stones  forming  the  fire-place,  lay  com- 
pletely stunned  upon  the  floor  of  the  cave. 
Claude  stood  panting  with  the  exertion  ho  had 
used,  the  perspiration  pouring  down  his  fore- 
head and  cheeks,  gazing  at  his  prostrate  foe, 
with  a  feeling  of  indescribable  hatred  and  satis- 
faction. As  he  stood  thus,  a  loud  voice  with- 
out the  cave,  shouted — 

"Mister  Claude,  Mister  Claude,  for  God's 
sake  answer,  it  you  are  anywhere  here." 

''Ah,tliaijk  God,  it  is  Treestraill"  exclaimed 
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our  hero,  shouting  his  uamo  at  the  top  of  his 
voice. 

Advancing  to  the  muuth  of  the  cave,  he  saw 
Treestrail  pushing  his  way  through  the  bushes. 

*' Thank  God,  my  dear  sir,"  exclaimed  Mr. 
Treestrail,  *'  that  you  arc  safe." 

"  Why,"  returned  Claude  ;  ^'  what  could 
put  it  into  your  head  that  I  incurred  any 
danger." 

^'  Heavens,  what  has  happened  to  you,  sir  ? 
your  coat  is  torn,  and  your  face  flushed,"  ques- 
tioned Mr.  Treestrail,  in  a  voice  of  great  sur- 
prise and  some  anxiety. 

*^  Follow  nie,  and  you  will  see,"  answered 
Claude;  ''1  have  that  ruffian.  Black  George, 
within  here ;  he  is  quiet  enough  now  ;  but 
come  in." 

Mr.  Treestrail  ^\as  confounded  ;  he  turned 
pale  as  he  thought  of  the  peril  his  youu- 
master,  as  he  persisted  in  calling  him,  in- 
curred ]  but  he  followed  him  into  the  cave. 

Black  George    was   rapidly    recovering    the 
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stunning  blow  he  had  received  on  the  back  of 
his  head — his  eyes  were  open,  and  he  made  an 
effort  to  rise.  After  a  few  moments,  he  suc- 
ceeded in  sitting  up,  Mr.  Treestrail  gazed  upon 
him,  with  profound  amazement ;  the  candle 
threw  but  a  faint  light  upon  the  scene,  tor  it 
had  burned  down  into  the  iron  socket. 

"  We  must  be  quick,  Mr.  Treestrail,"  said 
Claude,  picking  up  his  pistol,  *'  and  take  this 
villain  with  us.  It  is  near  sun-set,  and  we  have 
two  miles  to  go." 

Mr.  Treestrail  looked  at  the  man,  and  then  at 
our  hero,  thinking  how  terrible  the  struggle 
must  have  been  between  two  such  powerful 
men. 

"Now  then,  get  up,"  continued  Claude, 
fixing  his  eyes  on  the  robber,  whoso  scowl  was 
terrible  to  look  at ;  "  for,  as  I  told  you  before, 
I  will  shoot  you  sooner  than  let  you  go." 

Slowly  the  man  ruse  to  his  feet,  passing  his 
hand  across  his  face,  wiping  away  the  blood 
and  heat  drops,  that,  mixed  together,  ran  down 
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his  checks  ;  ho  then  looked  Claude  full  in  the 
face,  and  said,  speaking  slowly,  but  with  sin- 
gular distinctness. 

'^  For  what  you  have  done  tliis  day,  I  will 
probe  your  heart  to  the  very  quick.  I'll  cool 
your  pride,  proud  boy — mark  my  words,  if  I 
do  not." 

*^  Tush,  go  on,  ruffian,"  fiercely  exclaimed 
Tregannon  ;  "  do  you  think  I  heed  what  comes 
from  such  polluted  lips.  Go  first,  Mr.  Trees- 
trail,"  he  added;  *^and  mark  me,  villain," 
turning  to  Black  George,  '^  if  you  move  a  step 
too  fast,  I'll  shoot  you  as  I  would  a  mad 
dog." 

A  laugh  of  derision  burst  from  the  man's 
lips,  as  our  hero  passed  a  pistol  to  Mr.  Trees- 
trail,  who  pushed  his  way  out  Yrom  the  cave, 
Black  George  following,  and  Claude  close  upon 
his  steps. 

The  sun  had  just  gone  down  as  they  emerged 
from  the  cave ;  but  scarcely  had  they  pro- 
ceeded a  hundred  yards  before  they  weie  sud- 
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denly  surrounded  by  eight  men,  brandishing 
stout  ash  poles,  and  swearing  in  a  frightful 
manner  that  they  would  take  their  lives  if  they 
did  not  let  their  prisoner  go. 

Claude  had  his  grasp  on  Black  George 
before  he  could  stir  a  step. 

"  Eascals,"  he  exclaimed,  placing  the  muz- 
zle of  his  pistol  close  to  his  prisoner's  head, 
if  you  advance  another  step  1  will  blow  his 
brains  out.'' 

*'  At  him,  fools,"  shouted  Black  George ; 
^'  he  dare  not  murder  his  own  father." 

They  made  a  rush  as  he  uttered  these  words  ; 
and  Claude  Tregannon,  passionate  by  nature, 
and  exasperated  at  the  thoughts  of  the  villain 
escaping,  pulled  the  trigger,  the  weapon  flashed 
in  the  pan,  and,  with  a  wild  laugh,  the  ruffian 
sprung  amidst  the  gipsies,  though  Mr.  Trees- 
trail  made  a  grasp  at  him  as  ho  sprang  past 
him." 

**  Now  then,  pay  them  off,  Bill,"  exclaimed 
Black  George,  seizing  a  stout  ash  stick. 
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*^No,  no/'  exclaimed  the  gipsy  falling 
back,  wc  (loiiH  want  our  nocks  in  a  lialtcr,  we 
have  struck  no  blow.  Cut  your  luoky  now, 
all  wc  shall  do  is  to  prevent  them  f'ol!owin2: 
you." 

^'  Eascals,"  cried  Claude,  "  do  you  know 
that  you  have  already  put  your  nocks  in  a 
halter.  Tliat  villain  is  a  deserter  and  a  robber, 
you  are  aiding  his  escape  from  justice." 

"  Blast  me  if  you  aint  a  dutiful  son,"  ex- 
claimed the  gipsy  named  j^ill,  "thank  your 
stars,  youngster,  we  dout  crack  your  crowns 
for  you." 

Before  he  could  utter  another  word,  our 
hero  sprung  within  his  guard,  forced  the  stick 
from  his  hand,  and  dealt  him  a  blow  across  the 
head  that  tumbled  him  over  on  lii>  b  ick.  With 
a  volley  of  curses,  the  gipsies,  with  ]Mack 
George  at  their  head,  made  a  rush.  It  would 
undoubtedly  have  lared  hard  with  our  hero 
and  Mr.  Trestrail,  had  not  loud  shouts  from 
the  wood  suddenly  changed  their  assailants'  pur- 
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pose.  In  an  instant,  Gipsy  Bill  regained  his 
legs,  and  the  rest,  without  a  moment's  hesi- 
tation, turned  round  and  tied,  Black  George 
with  the  rt'st.  So  impetuous  and  enraged  was 
Claude,  that  he  would  have  followed,  had  not 
Mr.  Treestrail  caught  him  by  the  arm,  saying — 

**  For  God's  sake,  sir,  at  this  hour  and  through 
this  entangled  wood,  do  not  attempt  to  pursue 
the  villains;  we  know  that  Black  George  is  now 
in  the  country,  and  with  the  aid  of  the  autho- 
rities we  can  hunt  him  out." 

"  No,"  bitterly  exclaimed  Claude,  halting  in 
his  purpose,  *'  that  ruffian  will  baffle  us,  mark 
my  words." 

As  he  spoke,  Mr.  Treestrail's  eldest  son  and 
a  young  lad  came  running  out  of  the  nut  wood 
and  found  them. 

**  Good  God,  father,  who  were  those  men 
attacking  you  ?  we  saw  them  from  the  hill  as 
we  were  coming  to  look  for  you,  and  shouted 
as  loud  as  we  could." 

**  Faith  it  was  lucky,  Ned,  you   came,"  said 
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Mr.  Trocstrail,  *'but  what  brought  you  iu 
search  of  ino  ?" 

*'  Why,  Mr.  Jjunville,  the  lawyer,  from 
London,  arrived  a  little  while  after  you  do- 
parted,  and  lie  was  impatient  to  see  you.  I 
went  to  grandmother's,  and  she  said  you  had 
crossed  the  river  to  go  to  look  fur  the  gentle- 
man who  lodged  with  her,  so  I  also  crossed  and 
took  tho  lad  from  the  Ferry  House  to  show  me 
the  way  you  went." 

^MV'ho  is  Mr.  Bouville  ?"  said  Claude, 
gloomily,  as  ho  w\alked  on. 

**  lie  is  the  agent  over  the  property," 
answered  Air.  Treestrail,  *^and  he  comes  about 
this  time  of  the  year  to  take  the  rents  of 
the  large  farms  and  look  over  the  property  ; 
and  a  very  gentlemanly  good  sort  of  man  he 
is." 

"  But  what  induced  you,  my  good  friend," 
enquired  Claude,  making  an  etfort  to  recover 
bis  usual  good  and  even  temper,  "  what  in- 
duced you  to  follow  me  this  evening  ?" 


THE  TOTTIfa  COMMANDER.  43 

Mr.  Trcestrail  coloured  Ycry  much,  as  he  re- 
plied, with  a  slight  sigh — 

^'  Why,  to  Bay  the  truth,  sir,  a  dream  of  mj 
mother's  and  some  intelligence  I  picked  up 
about  a  gang  of  poachers  infesting  the  pre- 
serves on  Lord  Falmouth's  domain  ;  that  cave 
is  on  his  Lordship's  property,  not  far  from  the 
pheasant  preserves.  I  was  told  that  it  was 
dangerous  to  be  alone  in  that  wild  part  of  the 
country,  so  I  followed  you  over,  and  not  finding 
you  after  a  strict  search,  and  getting  alarmed, 
I  kept  shouting  till  you  heard  me." 

They  walked  on  for  a  few  moments  without 
a  word  ;  Mr.  Trcestrail  saw  his  companion  was 
greatly  excited  and  vexed,  therefore  he  re- 
mained silent ;  but  just  as  they  came  within 
sight  of  the  Ferry  llousc,  our  hero  turned 
round,  and  taking  Mr.  Trcestrail  by  the  hand, 
and  pressing  it  kindly,  said — 

**  My  good  friend,  do  not  think  me  ungrate- 
ful for  all  the  kindness  and  affection  you  have 
«>hown  me.     1  am  liasty  by  nature,  and  having 
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heard  much  wliile  concealed  in  the  caye,  that 
pained  my  heart,  and  recalled  the  past,  I  am 
quite  overpowered  and  stunned  by  that  vil- 
lain's escape,  for  1  feel  satisfied  he  will  evade 
all  pursuit.  As  to  those  gipsies  who  aided 
his  flight,  if  we  attempted  any  proceedings 
against  them  it  would  lead  to  useless  exposure 
and  much  talk ;  for,  from  what  I  heard  of  the 
conversation  between  Black  George  and  one  of 
them  named  Bill,  I  find  that  the  former  was 
alone  concerned  in  my  abduction.'' 

*^  My  dear  sir,"  said  Mr.  Treestrail,  I  tell  you, 
in  my  humble  opinion,  the  best  way  to  proceed 
is  to  send  word  to  the  Captain  of  the  port   at 

Falmouth  that  a  deserter  from beg  your 

pardon,  you  did  not  mention   the  name  of  the 

ship — you  said  he  deserted  from " 

*^No,  there's  the  diflSculty,  he  never  mentioned 
the  name  of  the  ship  himself,  but  I  heard  him 
say  that  he  had  been  tracked  into  these  parts,  so 
that  we  may  describe  him,  at  all  events;  though 
you  may  depend  on  it  he  will  not  now  adopt  the 
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gipsy  costume  or  keep  with  them,   as  he  must 
know  I  ovcrlieard  all  he  said.      However,  we 
must  try  all  means  to  get  hold  of  him — not  that 
wo  shall  learn  the  truth,  for  1  feel  satisfied  that 
man  would  die  under  the   hangman's  hands, 
exulting  at  having  crushed  my  hopes  of  proving 
my  birth,     lie  will,    if  taken,  be  claimed  by 
the  Captain  of  the  ship  from  which  he  deserted, 
and  be  executed  for   wounding  his  officer  and 
deserting.    Therefore  his  fate  is  certain  ;  but,  I 
will  tell  you,   my  good  friend,   what  we  may 
do  :   send  to  Traro  for  a  couple   of  constables, 
and  with  them  we  will  visit  the  cave  so  that 
they  may  be  able  to  state  on  oath   what  they 
see  and  find.      They  will  discover  the  garments 
of  a    child — in  a  perishing  state  to  be  sure — 
still  they  are   important,   for  it  will  easily  be 
proved     that    they    are   not    those    belonging 
to  a  child  born  in  a  wealthy  position,  and  they 
will  prove  also  that  there  was  another  child  of 
the  same  age  as  myself  with  those  who  planned 
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my  abduction,  so   that  with  the  links  we  have, 
something  like  the  truth  may  be  elicited." 

He  spoke  with  the  enthusiasm  of  youth  full 
of  hope  and  belief  in  the  justice  and  laws  of 
the  land. 

*'I  will  ride  over  to  Truro  to  morrow  morn- 
ing," said  Mr.  Trecstrail,  *'and  see  Mr. Vigors; 
he  was  much  esteemed  by  your  father,  though 
at  that  time  only  young,  he  has  since  be- 
come much  liked,  and  for  an  attorney,"  here 
Mr. Treestrail  smiled — "he  is  considered  a  very 
just  and  conscientious  man.  I  will,  if  you  permit 
me,  put  him  in  possession  of  all  the  facts 
relative  to  your  position,  and  take  his  advice." 

**  I  am  perfectly  willing,"  said  Claude ; 
'*  but  recollect  my  funds  are  but  trifling  to 
commence  a  ^:uit  at  law  on  as  yet  but  a  weak 
foundation," 

*^  You  may  rest  assured,  my  dear  sir," 
said  Mr.  Treestrail,  earnestly,  *^that  Mr.  Vigors 
will   not   involve  you    in   any  law  charges  or 
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commence  a  suit  without  he  sees  sure  grounds 
to  work  upon  ;  I  know,  of  course,  but  little  of 
the  law  myself;  but  it  strikes  me  that  if  you 
claim  the  Tregannon  estates,  as  the  only  son  of 
the  late  Sir  LLenry  Claude  Tregannon  that 
James  Tregannon,  not  daring  to  show  himself 
in  this  country,  will  hardly  be  able  to  bring 
forward  proofs  that  you  arc  not  the  legal  heir." 
"Weiy  replied  our  hero,  thoughtfully, 
**  see  Mr.  Vigors,  at  all  events,  and  get  a  couple 
of  constables ;  for  after  an  examination  of  the 
cave,  I  must  proceed  to  London.  I  cannot  live 
in  idleness ;  something,  my  good  friend,  I  must 
do,  for  you  well  know  all  law  proceedings  are 
proverbially  tedious,  and  should  the  lawyers 
consider  my  case  doubtful,  I  must  prepare  my- 
self to  struggle  through  the  world  by  my  own 
exertions.  Do  not  look  sad,  my  worthy  friend, 
Ido  not,  I  assure  you,  covet  wealth,  L  but  require 
name,"  he  added,  with  a  flushing  cheek,  "  a 
name  I  can  call  my  own,  without  any  one 
daring  to  dispute  it,  and  most  solemnly  I  say, 
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let  them  but  own  I  am  the  son  of  Sir  Henry 
Claude  Tregaunon,  and  the  cursed  gold  they 
all  so  covet  may  remain  theirs.  Did  I  not  feel 
in  my  heart  that  I  am  Claude  Tregannon,  did 
a  shadow  of  doubt  haunt  my  mind,  I  would 
die  sooner  than  have  the  finger  of  scorn  pointed 
at  me,  as  an  imposter." 

'^  My  dear,  dear  sir,"  exclaimed  Mr.  Trees- 
trail,  with  emotion  and  respectfully  and  affec- 
tionately pressing  Claude's  hand,  "  there  is 
not,  1  know,  the  faintest  shadow  of  doubt ;  and 
even  if,  in  a  court,  you  failed  in  establishing 
your  rights,  there  would  not  be  a  soul  in 
that  court,  who  heard  the  case,  that  would  not 
leave  it  firmly  convinced  in  their  o\^  n  hearts 
that  you  were  Sir  Henry  Tregannon's  son." 

They  had  now  reached  the  ferry,  and  the 
conversation  ceased. 
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CHAPTK]?    III. 


The  following  (lay,  by  orders  of  the  Captain  of 
the  Port,  to  whom  the  particulars  related  iu  the 
previous  chapter  were  made  known,  a  party  of 
sailors  from  a  King's  ship,  in  the  harbour  of  Fal- 
mouth, were  scouring  the  country  in  search  of 
Black  George  ;  that  search,  diligently  excited  by 
the  information  that  Lieutenant  Uart,  the  officer 
he  had  so  cruelly  wounded  at  Portsmouth,  was 
not  expected  to  live. 

The  requisite  information,  and   the  descrip- 
tion of  the  deserter's  person,  were  sent  to  most 

VOL.    II.  D 
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of  tlu?  sr;i- ports.  Several  of  the  gipsies  wero 
appivhended,  but  the  man  named  Bill  was  not 
amongst  them  ;  they  denied  any  knowledge  of 
the  culprit  ;  and  as  no  charge  Avas  made 
against  them  by  either  our  hero  or  Mr.  Trees- 
trail,  they  were  not  detained  ;  in  fact,  the 
foimer  could  not  see  that  anything  could  be 
gained  by  charging  them  with  an  assault,  and 
bringing  himself  needlessly  before  the  public. 

Mr.  Vigors  sent  down  two  respectable  con- 
stables to  visit  the  c^ive,  and  note  down  every- 
thing they  saw  there,  so  as  to  be  able  to  give 
evidence  hereafter.  Claude  Tregannon  re- 
ceived a  most  kind  and  polite  note,  at  the  same 
time,  from  Mr.  Vigors,  anxiously  requesting  to 
Bee  him  at  his  earliest  convenience.  Accord- 
ingly, having  prepared  a  torch,  our  hero,  Mr. 
Treestrail,  his  son,  and  the  two  constables,  set 
out  for  the  cave. 

On  entering,  they  lighted  their  torch,  and 
conimenced  a  careful  investigation.  The  two 
constables  scrupulously  reinark !ng  all  they  saw, 
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though  by  no  meaus  awaro  of  tlie  principal  use 
of  their  evidence  ;  however,  nothing  particular 
attracted  their  attention  till  they  eanic  to  the 
garments  of  the  child,  which,  though  decayed 
by  damp,  could  be  easily  identified  as  having 
belonged  to  a  child  of  about  three  years  of  age, 
and  made  of  strong  coarse  materials,  such  as 
would  be  used  by  tl;o  labouring  classes;  but 
as  they  moved  them,  and  were  carefully  plac- 
ing them  in  a  bag,  one  article  fell  from  their 
folds,  along  w^ith  a  torn  and  defaced  book,  that 
at  once  attracted  the  attention  of  all. 

"  My  God,  look  here,"  exclaimed  Mr.  Trees- 
trail,  picking  up  carefully  the  dropped  article 
upon  which  Claude  Tregannon  gazed  with    ciu 
indescribable  feeling  of  relief. 

"  This  is  very  strange,"  said  one  of  the  con- 
stables ;  *'  this  is  a  child's  lace  collar — a  most 
expensive  and  beautiful  piece  of  lace— and 
in  almost  perfect  preservation." 

**  Yes,"  said  iMr.  Treestrail,  with  much  emo- 
tion, his  eyes  tixed  on  the  piece  of  laco  ;  ''  I 
D   -2 
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remember  well  that  such  collars  as  this  were 
worn  l»y  the  late  Baronet's  cliihlrcn  ;  and  you, 
sir,"  he  remarked,  in  a  low  voice  to  Claude, 
'*  always  wore  them — this  I  consider  a  very 
important  discovery.  It  was  remarked  at  the 
time  tlic  child's  body  was  found,  that  some  of 
the  articles  of  clothing  were  missing,  but  were 
supposed  to  have  been  washed  off  with  the 
action  of  the  tides — these  other  articles  were, 
uo  doubt,  on  the  body  of  the  other  child." 

The  collar  was  carefully  put  aside,  and  then 
Claude  Tieganuon  said — 

''There  is  no  doubt  but  that  n  y  sisters  will 
remeiuber  this  collar,  which  is  somewhat  re- 
markable, or  one  of  the  servants,  who  had 
charge  of  me  at  the  time,  if  they  can  be 
found." 

*'  Oh,"  eagerly  interrupted  Mr.  Treestrail, 
"Anne  Polwell,  the  young  woman  who  had 
charge  of  you,  is,  at  this  moment,  living  with 
your  sister,  Miss  Mary,  who  is  greatly  attached 
to  her,  T  hear.     She  has  never  been  (^uite  her- 
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self  since  that  period,  and  never,  from  the  be- 
ginning, would  admit  that  the  body  found  was 
her  mastor^s  son.  Now  let  us  see  what  is  in 
this  torn  and  defaced  book." 

One  of  the  surprised  constables  hehl  tht 
light,  and  our  hero  examined  the  book,  which 
proved  to  be  an  old  almanack  of  the  year  1773 
— it  was  much  torn,  and  the  writing  on  thf 
blank  pages  almost  illegible — it  seemed  tu 
have  been  used  as  a  kind  of  memorandum 
book,  in  which  the  owner  made  curious  en- 
tries. Several  were  read — but  having  no  re- 
ference to  anything  they  had  cogniz;ince  of — 
till,  at  last,  opposite  the  thirteenth  day  of  July, 
was  written — 

^^  I  was  married — don't  consider  the  number 
thirteen  lucky." 

Then  followed  several  other  items — thcu 
again,  on  the  eighteenth  of  March— 

'^  I  won  three  hundred  pounds  froni  James 
Tregannon  at  the  races  at  Exeter — same  night, 
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made  a  bad  hedge,  lost  three  hundred  and 
seventy  pounds." 

Two  or  three  pap^es  followed,  nearly  de- 
faced— the  next  remark  was — 

"  Left  London — found  the  place  getting  hot. 
Thirteenth  of  October,  met  James  Tregannon 
in  Leeds.  Thirteenth  of  April,  178 — ,  met  him 
again  on  Truro  Common — always  thoijgbt 
something  crooked  would  happen  on  the  thir- 
teenth— for  on  the  thirteenth  of  May  my  child 
was  drowned  in  the  Fal,  and  I  never  recovered 
the  body." 

All  paused  and  looked  at  each  other  with  a 
very  serious  expression  of  countenance. 

'^  It  is  very  evident  to  me,"  exclaimed  our 
hero,  '^  that  this  was  written  by  the  man 
called  Black  George — and  that  it  was  his  son 
who  was  found,  and  substituted  for  me.  James 
Tregannon  and  his  wile  must  have  done  this — 
you  see  the  writer  of  this  says,  his  child's  body 
was  never  found,  so   that  he  must  have  left 
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this  place  before  James  Tregannon  made  the 
discovery." 

^'  There  is  a  good  deal  to  perplex  in  this," 
replied  Mr.  Treestrail  ;  ^'  but  still  the  conclu- 
sion is  very  evident — the  date  in  that  book  is, 
as  well  as  I  can  recollect,  the  very  day  or  two 
after  your  abduction  ;  this  man,  also,  seems  to 
have  moved  in  a  better  class  of  society,  to 
judge  by  many  of  the  remarks  in  that  al- 
manack." 

^*  These  garments  no  doubt  are  those 
stripped  from  the  body  of  Black  George's  child, 
when  found  "  observed  our  hero,  who  havincr 
read  several  other  sentences,  all  injured  by 
damp,  but  still  legible,  gave  the  almanack  to 
be  put  up  with  the  rest  of  the  articles.  And 
after  spending  half  an  hour  more  in  searching 
and  not  finding  anything  worth  remarking, 
they  left  the  cave,  and  set  out  on  their  return. 

The  following  day  Claude,  considerably 
elated  by  the  discovery  they  had  made  in  the 
cave,  set  out  to    walk  to  Truro,   to   visit   ^Ir. 
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Vigors,  who  received  him  in  the  kindest  and 
most  gratifying  manner.  Before  he  made 
any  remarks  concerning  the  things  found  in  the 
cave,  he  requested  a  clear  account  of  all  the 
incidents  in  uur  hero's  life,  particularly  his 
memory  concerning  his  very  earliest  recollection, 
to  all  of  which  Mr.  Vigors  listened  ^\ith  great 
attention,  and  as  he  concluded  said — 

'*  My  dear  sir,  the  moment  you  entered  tlie 
room  and  1  looked  into  your  features,  1  said  to 
myself: — This  is  beyond  a  doubt,  Sir  Henry 
Tregaunon's  son — I  couM  not  be  mistaken,  and 
when  I  closed  my  eyes  and  listened  to  your 
voice,  I  could  have  sworn  my  noble  and  gene- 
rous patron  was  s[)eaking  to  me  ;  your  relation 
of  events  is  clear  and  striking,  but  your  dis- 
covery in  the  cave  yesterday  is  most  impor- 
tant, establishing,  beyond  a  shadow  of  doubt, 
two  things  :  lirfct,  that  your  father's  child  was 
stolen,  next,  tliat  the  boJy  found  was  decidedly 
not  that  of  Claude  Tregannon.  Xo.f  the 
grand   point  to  prove  will  be  that  you  are   the 
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child  stolen —but  I  will  not  weary  you  with 
law  technicalities ;  I  am  quite  satislird  and 
will  shortly  proceed  to  London,  and  have  an 
interview  with  Mr.  Saunders,  the  confidenliul 
friend  and  brotlier  lawyer  of  your  lamented 
friend,  Mr.  Parks.  These  recent  discoveries 
will  also  have  a  considerable  effect  upon  him. 
Before  this  you  really  had  nothing  but  your 
singular  resemblance,  as  it  could  b-  styled,  to 
bring  forward  to  support  your  claims.  For 
the  annonymous  letter  whicii  is  supposed  to 
have  been  written  by  Miss  Stonehenge  would, 
in  point  of  law,  be  of  no  value.  Now,  the  case 
is  different.  You  have,  my  dear  sir,  not  seen 
any  of  your  sisters  since  your  abduction  ;  you 
mentioned  that  your  eldest  sister,  Lady  Tre- 
castle,  constantly  refu.se<l  to  listen  to  any  com- 
munication made  to  her  by  your  aunt,  Mr^^. 
Bond,  concerning  you.  Now  she  may  and,  I 
assure  you,  I  think  she  does  believe  she  is  or 
was  right  in  doiug  so  ;  she  is  a  most  amiable, 
generous,  an  1  charming  woman  ;  you  look  sur- 
D  5 
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prised,  but  you  are  not  aware  that  bofpre  Sir 
Ilenry's  death  I  was  appointed,  by  Sir  Charles 
Trecastle,  agent  over  his  property,  and  also  bis 
law  adviser,  and  am  now  oecupied  about  his 
very  valuable  estate,  or  rather  Lady  Trecastle's 
estate,  of  Pentorven,  left  her  by  your  father ; 
that  is,  bestowed  uf)on  her  as  a  marriage 
portion  ;  then  it  was  worth  perhaps  two  thou- 
sand a-year.  The  mines,  on  that  part  of  the  pro- 
perty, would  now  sell  for  nearly  eighty  thou- 
sand pounds.  Have  you  never,  my  dear  sir, 
felt  a  desire  to  behold  your  sisters  ;  excuse  me 
if  I  touch  on  delicate  ground — " 

'^  Nay,  Mr.  Vigors,"  interrupted  Claude,  "  I 
feel  your  kindness  more  than  I  can  express  ;  I 
have  always  experienced  a  strong  and  ardent 
desire  to  behold  my  sisters,  but  feeling  my 
singular  situation,  and  so  often  hearing  my  be- 
loved aunt  speak  of  Lady  Trecastle,  and  declare 
that  she  was  so  obstinate  in  Ik  r  opinion,  that 
it  really  was  her  brother  who  was  found,  that 
I  felt  loth  to  intrude  myself  into  her  presence. 
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My  youngest  sister  eagerly  desired  to  see  mo, 
but  Lady  Treeastle  prevented  even  her  from 
following  the  dictates  of  her  heart.'* 

*^  Well,  my  dear  sir,  you  can  gratify  that 
desire  most  readily.  Your  youngest  sister  is 
unmarried,  and  is  still  with  Lady  Treeastle.  I 
have  just  finished  some  documents  I  was  pre- 
paring for  her  ladyship  to  sign,  and  intended 
sending  my  son  Kobert  with  them  to-morrow  ; 
he  has  just  returned  from  Cambridge  ;  she  has 
never  seen  him  ;  take  those  papers  and 
announce  yourself  as  Mr.  Kobert  Vigors,  it  is  a 
very  innocent  ruse,  and  whatever  may  be  the 
consequences,  I  will  bear  the  brunt.  You 
will  most  likely  be  received  in  the  drawing- 
room  of  Treeastle  ;  in  that  room,  over  the 
mantel-piece,  hangs  a  magnificent  portrait  of 
your  father,  taken,  I  fancy,  when  about  your 
age  ;  it  formerly  hung  in  the  green  room  of 
Treganuon  House.  I  will  dictate  nothing  to 
you  with  respect  to  the  interview — let  n;4ture 
speak  for  herself — well,  wliat  say  you  ?" 
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**  That  I  will  go,"  answered  the  young  man, 
rousing  himself  from  a  deep  reverie,  into 
which  he  had  fallen.  ''  Your  intentions  are 
most  kind,  and  whatever  the  result,  believe  me, 
my  dear  sir,  your  eflforts,  for  my  benefit,  will 
never  be  forgotten." 

^*  I  am  rejoiced  that  you  consent,"  replied 
Mr.  Vigors,  "  for  1  am  sanguine  as  to  the  result  ; 
I  have  a  vast  deal  to  say  to  you,  especially 
about  James  Tregannon,  whom  I  firmly  believe 
had  a  hand  in  the  melancholy  iate  of  your 
father,  but  will  defer  further  converse  on  those 
subjects  till  we  meet  at  Mr.  Saunders's  in 
London  ;  and  now,  will  you  honour  me  with 
your  company  to  dinner;  only  my  o^^•n  family, 
three  girls,  and  my  son,  Kobert,  and  though 
last,  not  least  1  assure  you,  my  good  wife. 
I  shall  simply  introduce  you  as  Mr.  l^ond  ;  you 
will  have  quite  light  enough  to  return  to  Tre- 
gannon after  tea,  and  after  to-morrow,  say  yuu 
will  start  for  Trecastle  ;  it  is  only   seven    miles 
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from  Hclstone,  in  fact  ou  the  estuary  of  the 
Helstouc,  called  the  Loo  Pool." 

Our  hero  could  make  no  objcctiou  to  the 
kind  invitation  of  Mr.  Vigors,  and  passed  a 
very  cheerful  evening  ;  the  Misses  Vigors  were 
remarkably  nice  girls,  the  second  very  hand- 
some, the  son  a  sensible,  quiet,  clever  youth, 
extremely  good-natured. 

The  whole  family  evidently  looked  upon  their 
visitor  with  admiratijn,  his  fine  majestic  per- 
son and  remarkably  handsome  features,  always 
struck  the  beholder,  but  his  gentle  pleasing 
manner  so  winning  and  so  unassuming,  won  the 
immediate  attention  and  esteem  of  those  he 
became  intimate  with. 

Mr.  Robert  Vigors  insisted  on  accompanying 
him  halt  way  home,  and  during  the  walk  they 
chatted  cheerfully  upon  college  life,  an  I  the 
difference  between  Oxford  and  Cambridge. 

Eobert  Vigors  was  intended  lor  the  bar ; 
readily  perceiving  that  there  was  some  private 
matter  between  his    father    and   his  guest,    he 
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was  much  too  discreet  and  sensible  to  touch 
upon  any  subject  relative  business  to^  between 
them.  ^         ^ 

The  next  day  Claude  Tregannon  informed 
Mr.  Treestrail  how  pleased  he  was  with  Mr. 
Vigors  and  his  family,  and  thiit  he  had  pro- 
mised to  go  to  Trecastle  the  next  day,  and  be 
introduced  to  his  sisters  as  Mr.  Eobert  Vigors 
— Mr.  Treestrail  looked  delighted. 

*'  She  will  recognize  you  in  a  moment,  mark 
my  w^ords,  my  dear  sir ;  she  was  very  fond  of 
you  before  her  marriage ;  not  that  I  mean  to 
say  that  Sir  Charles  altered  her  in  her  affec- 
tion, far  from  it,  for  he  is  an  easy,  good-natured, 
kind  hearted  man,  a  little  perhaps  inclined  to 
accumulate  money  ;  they  have  three  children, 
two  girls  and  a  boy,  the  eldest  not  more  than 
ten  ;  Lady  Trecastle  was  here  some  two  years 
back,  and  her  little  boy,  Ilenry,  a  lovely  child, 
60  put  me  in  mind  of  you  when  about  his  age, 
that  it  quite  overcame  me." 

"-  Well,  I  trust,"  said  Claude,   ^^  that  no  un- 
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pleasant  result  uill  follow  my  intended  visit. 
Did  you  hear  how  the  search  after  that  villain 
Black  George  succeeded  ?" 

*^  Totally  failed  in  finding,  as  yet,  the  slight- 
est trace  of  him,"  answered  Mr.  Treestrail, 
*^  I  fear  he  has  a  way  of  getting  amongst  the 
miners,  if  so,  he  would  baffle  any  search  made 
after  him  ;  as  you  may  fancy  they  are  a  strange 
body  of  men,  our  Cornish  miners,  and  if  he 
has  any  connection  amongst  them,  do^'u  in 
their  mines  he  could  be  concealed  for  years." 

Claude  fell  into  deep  thought,  and  then  sat 
down  and  wrote  a  full  account  of  all  that  had 
occurred  to  him  to  Fanny  Fleetwood,  enclosing 
it  in  one  to  Madame  D'xlrblay,  and  faithfully 
promising  to  be  in  Loudon  at  tlie  period  fixed 
upon. 
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CHAPTER  IV 


Trecastli:,  the  family  scat  of  the  Trcca.stles,  fur 
more  thau  three  centuries,  was  oue  of  the 
most  picturesque  and  beautiful  rosideuces  iu 
Cornwall,  being  built  upon  a  riciily  wooded 
emminence,  above  the  Loo  Pool  as  it  is  styled,  a 
species  of  lake  formed  by  the  shingle  of  the 
sea  beach,  obstructing  the  waters  of  the  llel- 
stone  river.  The  sceuery  of  this  beautiful  lake, 
which  is  nearly  seven  miles  in  circumference, 
is  scarcely  to  be  surpassed  by  any  in  Cornwall; 
rocks  rise  abruptly  from  the  margin,  while  the 
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sides  arc  clothed  with  a  fine  hanging  wood  ; 
to  the  south  the  view  is  terminated  by  the  faint 
streak  which  seems  to  unite  the  sea  with  the 
firmament,  while  to  the  north,  hill  retiring  he- 
hind  hill  in  a^real  perspective  catching  the 
fleeting  but  beautiful  effects  of  light  and  shade, 
and  perpetually  presenting  a  new  appearance 
to  the  admirer  of  nature. 

From  the  brow  of  the  hill  just  above  the 
Loo  Pool,  Claude  Tregannon  pulled  up  his 
horse,  about  two  o'clock  of  the  same  day  he 
had  left  Truro,  to  gaze  down  upon  the  Loo 
lake  and  the  mansion  of  Sir  Charles  Trecastle 
on  the  opposite  bank.  He  was  at  once  struck 
with  admiration  at  its  aspect  and  situation  ; 
excepting  its  front,  it  appeared  surrounded  by 
fine  woods ;  rising  in  heavy  clusters  over 
everypart  of  the  grounds.  The  mansion  as  he 
proceeded  and  turned  the  extremity  of  the 
lake,  appeared  partly  ancient  and  partly  mo- 
dern. The  front  of  the  old  building  faced  the 
west,  that  towards  the  south  had  been  recently 
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erected  by  Sir  Charles  himself,  and  opened  on 
a  lawn  of  great  beauty,  which  extended  to  the 
waters  ;  a  handsome  boat-house  was  built  upon 
the  edge  of  the  rocks,  and  floating  gracefully 
on  the  still  placid  surface  of  the  hike  was  a  gay 
pleasure  boat.  Ilis  features  wore  a  very  ser- 
ious expression,  and  his  heart  palpitated  not  a 
little  as  having  traversed  the  avenue,  he  halted 
his  horse  at  the  front  door  of  the  mansion. 
A  groom  came  to  take  it,  casting  a  look 
as  he  did  so  at  the  stranger's  noble  and  pre- 
possing  features. 

*^  Shall  I  take  the  horse  to  the  stables,  sir," 
he  asked  touching  his  hat  respectfully. 

Claude  hesitated  a  little  and  then  said — 

**  May  I  trouble  you  to  walk  him  about,  I 
do  not  know  how  long  my  business  may  de- 
tain me  ;  if  I  am  delayed,  I  will  let  you 
know." 

'^  Certainly,  sir.  But,  short  or  long,  a  rub 
down  and  a  feed  will  not  hurt  him." 

*^  Well,  take  him  to    the  stables,"  replied 
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our  hero,  approaching  tho  front  door,  which 
was  wide  open,  shewing  a  noble  hall  of  great 
height,  with  galleries  and  a  stained  glass  win- 
dow at  the  back.  As  he  was  about  to  enter,  a 
servant  out  of  livery  came  forward — 

^'  Is  Lady  Trecastle  at  home  and  disen- 
gaged," he  enquired  recovering  his  usual 
firmness  and  decision. 

^'  Yes  sir,  her  ladyship  is  within,"  replied 
the  man  "  Who  shall  I  say  sir  ?"  opening  a« 
he  spoke,  the  door  of  a  reception  room. 

^*  A  gentleman  on  business  from  Mr.  Vigors 
of  Truro." 

The  man  disappeared,  but,  in  a  few  mo- 
ments returned  saying — 

^*  Will  you  please  to  follow  me,  sir  ;  Mr. 
Eobert  Vigors,  I  presume." 

Claude  felt  his  cheek  flush,  but  he  merely 
bowed  his  head,  and  followed  the  man — ascen- 
ding a  noble  flight  of  marble  stairs,  and  tra- 
versing part  of  the  gallery.  The  servant  threw 
open  a  door,  saying — 
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*'  Mr.  Robert  Vigors,  your  ladyship.'' 

Claude  Trogannon,  with  a  heightened  colour, 
but  a  firm  step,  pressing  his  lips  hard,  entered 
the  room. 

At  a  glance  lie  perceived  there  were  two 
ladies  in  the  noble  saloon  into  which  he  ad- 
vanced, one  reclining  negligently  on  an  ottoman, 
the  other  sitting  at  a  table,  which  was  covered 
with  various  kinds  of  fancy  work  at  which  she 
appeared  employed.  The  tall  commanding 
figure  of  Claude  as  he  slowly  approached  the 
ladies,  attracted  at  once  their  attention.  Lady 
Trecastle — the  lady  on  the  sofa — rose  from  her 
seat,  advanced  a  step  and  was  about  to  speak, 
when  her  eyes  rested  full  upon  the  features  of 
our  hero.  For  an  instant  she  appeared  trans- 
fixed to  the  spot,  she  became  deadly  pale,  and 
sinking  back  upon  the  sofa,  exclaimed  in  a 
trembling  agitated  voice,  seizing  at  the  same 
time  a  smelling  bottle  from  the  table — 

"  Good  God,  sir,  who  are  you,  or  is  this  a 
delusion  of  my  senses  !" 
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Tho  Other  lady  a  fair  and  lovely  girl  of  some 
tuur-and- twenty  years,  sprang  to  her  feet, 
gazed  wildly  upon  tho  visitor  with  clasped 
hands  as  she  awaited,  in  intense  agitation,  a 
reply.  Claude  himself  was  greatly  agitated, 
he  gazed  from  one  sister  to  the  other  till  the 
tears  came  into  his  eyes,  and  then  gently 
taking  the  hand  of  his  youngest  sister,  he  said 
in  a  voice  of  excessive  emotion — 

''  Mary,  Mary,  have  you  lost  all  memory  of 
your  unfortunate  brother  ?" 

*'Ah,  my  God!"  exclaimed  the  pale  and 
agitated  girl,  '^  my  heart  told  me  who  you 
were,  my  Ovvn  dear,  dear  brother." 

And  witliout  the  slightest  hesitation  she 
threw  her  arms  round  his  neck,  and  bending 
her  beautiful  head  upon  his  shoulder,  burst 
into  a  flood  of  tears. 

Chiude  puslied  dack  the  bark  tresses  from 
her  fair  brow  and  kissed  her ;  she  raised  her 
head,  gazed  anxiously  and  fondly  into  his  fea- 
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turcs,  and  turning  to  tlic  agitated  Lady  Trc- 
castle  said — 

*H)h  !  Julia,  Julia,  could  we  over  have 
doubted,  had  we  looked  on  this  face — there," 
and  she  pointed  to  tlie  portrait  of  Sir  Henry 
Claude  Tregannon,  that  hung  riglit  opposite 
them,  "  can  there  be  a  shadow  of  a  doubt  re- 
maining." 

Lady  Trccastle  was  powerfully  agitated,  so 
much  so  that  for  several  minutes  she  was  ut- 
terly unable  to  utter  a  word.  There  seemed 
to  be  a  violent  struggle  in  her  heart,  but  Claude 
holding  his  sister  Mary's  hand,  came  close  to 
his  elder  sister  ;  he  took  her  passive  hand — it 
was  as  cold  as  ice,  and  pressing  it  to  his  lips, 
said  in  hip  touching  and  melodious  voice — 

*' Oh,  Julia,  do  you  still  doubt  that  I  am 
your  brother?" 

Nature  triumphed,  and  that  voice  so  remark- 
able sunk  into  her  heart,  it  awakened  all  the 
past,    it   thrilled  through    every  fibre  of  her 


THE  YOUNG  COMMANDER.  \  1 

frame  ;  the  recollection  of  how  cruel  and  harsh 
her  conduct  had  been — thouirh  naturally  affec- 
tionate and  generous — distressed  her,  but  giving 
way  at  last,  she  bent  down  her  head,  and  with 
streaming  eyes,  kissed  his  check  and  putting 
her  arm  round  his  neck,  she  said  in  a  low 
voice — 

"  Can  you  forgive  me,  Claude  !  from  this 
hour,  I  will  acknowledge  my  brother  were 
the  whole  world  to  oppose  me." 

*'  Oh,  God  be  praised  !''  exclaimed  Claude 
passionately  as  he  rapturously  embraced  his 
sister,  "  this  moment  richly  repays  me  for  my 
childhood's  wrongs  and  suflPc^rings,  and  the 
hours  of  doubt  and  the  bitter  reflections  of  my 
later  years." 

The  brother  sat  down  between  his  two 
sisters,  who  regarded  with  undisguised  affec- 
tion and  wonder  his  flushed  and  handsome 
features. 

'^  Ah  !"  observed  Lady  Trecastle,  '*  had  I 
listened  to  the  earnest  pleading  of  our  aunt,    I 
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should  not  now  have  to  roprouch  myself ;  and 
my  beloved  father's  only  sou  would  not  have 
remained  years  neglected  and  disowned." 

**  Nay  Julia,  you  reproach  yourself  unjustly  ; 
you  acted  I  feel  quite  satisfied  fro  n  conviction. 
Providence  has  been  most  merciful  and  kind 
to  me,  fur  I  was  snatched  from  shame,  perhaps, 
degradation,  just  in  time  to  save  me,  and 
placed  under  the  care  of  the  kindest  and  noblest 
of  human  beings." 

*'  Ah,  Julia  !"  said  Mary  w  itli  a  look  of  de- 
light at  her  brother,  and  pressing  his  hand 
fondly,  "  I  always  maintained  that  Claude  did 
not  perish  in  the  river,  and  tliat  some  day  or 
other  the  truth  would  be  revealed." 

Lady  Trecastle's  cheek  flushed  a  little,  but 
she  replied — 

*•  The  fact  is,  dear  Claude,  I  always  consi- 
dered you  an  impostor,  imposed  upon  aunt 
for  some  purpose  or  other,  and  1  steeled  my 
heart  against  all  her  appeals ;  to-day  Sir 
Charles  is  gone  to  Penzance  and  will  not  be  back 
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till  to-morrow,  we  shall  be  alone  and  can  listen 
to  your  history.  Oh,  I  forgot,  Mary,  you  ex- 
pect Lord  Penchurch  this  evening.'' 
Mary  coloured  slightly,  but  replied — 
**  lie  said  he  would  ride  over  some  time  this 
evening,  but  it  will  be  late.  So  now,  dear 
Claude,  do  give  us  a  long  detail  of  the  past, 
tell  us  everything — ah,  that  horrid  James  Tr*^- 
gannou,  he  holds  your  title  and  estates,  but 
surely  there  will  be  no  difficulty  in  dispossinj^ 
him." 

^^  Never  heed  the  dross,  sweet  sister,"  said 
Claude  with  a  happy  smile,  "  the  treasure  1 
covetted  is  here.  My  name  I  have  taken,  all  I 
now  wish  is,  that  the  whole  world  shall  acknow- 
ledge that  my  right  to  it  is  dear  and  undeniable. 
As  to  the  property  or  the  estates,  they  are  as  no- 
thing in  the  balance.  You  shall  hear  all  my 
past  life  and  the  recent  discoveries  I  have 
made,  and  you  will  then  be  able  tojbidge  what 
chance  I  have  of  recovering  my  birthright. 
My  dear  father's   name  is  dearer  to   mo  than 

VOL.    II.  E 
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any  other  thing  the  world  can  bestow.  My 
heart  is  engaged  to  one  as  fair  and  lovely  as 
any  in  the  land  of  Britain,  and  the  only  draw- 
back  to  my  felicity  is,  that  till  tho  law  gives 
it  to  me,  I  really  liave  no  name  to  bestow  upon 
her." 

It  was  some  time,  however,  before  our  hero 
c  -uld  commence  his  narrative,  both  sisters 
having  so  many  questions  to  ask;  but  at  length 
(Claude,  with  a  happy  smile,  and  with  Mary^s 
arm  lovingly  round  his  neck,  positively  refused  to 
answer  another  question  till  his  story  was 
told. 

lie  commenced  his  disclosures  with  his  cruel 
sufferings  while  with  Black  George,  which 
brought  tears  into  the  eyes  of  both  sisters,  and 
it  was  not  till  the  first  bell  for  dinner  pealed 
through  the  house,  that  he  brought  his  nar- 
rative to  a  close. 

Most  deeply  were  the  sisters  interested  with 
their  brother's  recital  of  incidents,  and  a  shud- 
der of  horror  crept  through  their  frames  at   tho 
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idea  that  James  Tregannon  was  possibly  tLo 
destroyer  of  their  father. 

Although  convinced  before  that  Claude  was 
her  brother,  doubly  so  did  Lady  Trecastle 
become  after  hearing  his  plain  narrative  of  facts. 

"  You  remember,  Julia,"  enquired  Claude, 
'•  when  I  cut  my  arm  in  the  singular  manner 
Mr.  Treestail  mentioned  to  me,  and  the  curious 
mark  it  left.     I  retain  it  to  this  day." 

**  Ah  !  I  remember  it  well,  and  the  grief 
that  worthy  man  felt,  considering  himself  the 
cause  of  the  accident." 

"  There  is  the  mark,  like  a  white  thread," 
and  as  he  spoke,  Claude  pushed  up  his  coat 
sleeve,  and  both  sisters  saw,  some  inches  below 
the  elbow,  the  scar  he  spoke  of." 

'^  I  require  no  marks  or  other  conviction, 
dear  Claude,"  said  Lady  Trecastle,  "  than  one 
glance  at  those  features,  and  the  peculiar  tone 
of  voice,  so  like  my  poor  father's  ;  beside^!,  near 
your  sister  Alary,  you  could  never  bo  taken  for 
any  other  than  her  brother,  your  resemblance 
E  3 
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is  SO  Very  groat.  Now,  you  shall  see  iriy  littlo 
Henry  ;  lie  is  tlie  image  of  wliut  you  were  in  in- 
fancy. There  are  some  families,  it  is  well  known, 
that  retain,  tlirough  centuries,  their  characteris- 
tics and  resemblance.  Look  at  all  the  family 
pictures  in  the  Tregannon  gallery,  and  you  can 
trace  distinctly  the  same  features  through  the 
^vhole  race.      Ila  !  here  come  my  little  family." 

The  sound  of  the  merry  laugh  of  happy  child- 
hood reached  their  ears ;  the  door  suddenly 
opened,  and  two  beautifid  girls  of  twelve  and 
eight  entered  the  room,  followed  by  a  lovely 
boy  of  about  three  years  of  age.  They  were 
bounding  into  the  room,  full  of  life  and  spirits, 
when  the  sight  of  Claude,  standing  up  and 
looking  with  much  emotion  upon  them,  caused 
them  to  halt. 

**Come  here,  Ellen,"  said  Lady  Trecastle, 
"and  kiss  your  uncle,  Claude  Tregannon." 

The  name  pronounced  by  a  sister  caused  a 
strange  thrill  of  pleasure  to  the  heart  of  onr 
hero.     iLlleu,  the  eldest,  with  a  look  of  wonder 
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at  the  tall  cominandini^  form  of  her  uncle, 
came  readily  forward,  and,  as  Claude  kissed 
her  cheek,  and  spoke  some  words  of  flattery 
and  kindness  in  his  musical  voice,  the  cliild 
said,  as  she  advanced  close  to  her  mother's 
side — 

*'  Oh  dear,  how  glad  I  am  to  have  such  :i 
handsome  uncle.  Whore  did  he  come  from, 
ma,  and  what  a  sweet  voice  he  has,  and  so  like 
Aunt  Mary's.'' 

''He  is  Mary's  brother,  my  love." 
Claude  having  kissed  his  other  little  ni^c?, 
who  was  somewhat  timid,  now  sat  down  with 
the  fine,  free,  and  beautiful  boy,  the  future  Sir 
Henry  Trecastle,  on  his  knee.  The  child,  as 
children  will  do,  took  at  once  a  singular  liking 
to  his  uncle.  Hn  looked  eagerly  into  his  face, 
talked  to  him,  and  kissed  him  as  affectionately 
as  if  ho  had  known  him  from  his  earliest  recol- 
lection. The  tears  were  iii  the  mother's  eyes, 
and  Mary  walked  to  the  window  to  hide  her 
emotion,  saying  to  herself — 
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'^  Nature  speaks  forcibly  iu  that  child's  words 
and  actions.  With  no  other  stranger  has  he 
ever  been  so.  To  Lord  Penchurch  he  shows  a 
decided  aversion,  and  yot  he  is  tall  and  hand- 
some ;  and  a  year  ago  he  tried  all  kinds  of  ways 
to  please  that  child."  Mary  sighed — why, 
time  will  tell. 

*'Now,  Claude,"  said  Lady  Trecastle,  as  he 
led  his  sister  to  the  dining-room,  ^^  resume  the 
name  you  are  entitled  to,  backed  by  your  own 
family,  who,  with  joy,  pride,  and  affection 
acknowledge  you.  The  law  may  create  delays 
in  conferring  your  title,  but  the  law  cannot 
deprive  you  of  your  name,  and  James  Tregan- 
non  can  never  dare  to  dispute  your  birth." 

**  I  will  maintain  it  till  death,  Julia,  against 
the  world,"  said  our  hero. 

The  amazement  of  the  domestics  of  Trecastle, 
and  they  were  numerous,  was  indeed  great, 
when  they  learned  that  the  handsome  stranger 
was  their  lady's  brother — no  other  than  Sir 
Henry   Claude  Tregannon,   he  that   was   sup- 
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posed  to  be  diowned,  long  years  back,  in   the 
river  Fal. 

A  rather  affecting  scene  occurred  just  as  the 
party  left  the  dining-saloon,  and  were  returning 
to  the  drawing-room.  A  woman  of  some  six  or 
nine  and  thirty  years,  pale  as  death,  rushed 
forward,  heedless  of  all  observers,  and  threw 
herself,  with  hysterical  emotion,  into  the  arms 
of  Claude.  The  woman  had  fainted  through 
excess  of  feeling. 

"Good  heayens,  I  forgot  to  break  the  in- 
telligence to  Anne,"  said  Mary  Trogannon, 
applying,  at  the  same  time,  means  to  recover 
her. 

"  Who  is  she  ?"  asked  our  hero,  very  much 
interested. 

''  You  may  forget  her,  Claude,  but  she  never 
forgot  you,  nor  let  me  forget  you  either,  had  I 
been  inclined.  This  is  Anne  Polwell,  the  poor 
girl  who  had  the  care  of  you  the  day  you  so 
unaccountably  were  lost — she  has  remained  a 
most  devoted  and  affectionate  creature  to  me, 
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since  the  day  of  your  disappearance,  for  she 
bcoutod  the  idea  of  your  being  dead,  and  in- 
deed, but  for  the  most  positive  assurance  of 
Miss  Pritchard,  that  the  body  found  was  yours, 
I  doubt  if  any  one  would  have  maintained 
that  opinion  ;  but  since  that  period,  she  has 
been  subject  to  great  fits  of  melancholy,  and 
indeed  rarely  seems  to  enjoy  anything." 

Two  female  attendants  were  summoned,  and 
the  poor  woman  was  removed,  but  not  before 
she  had  somewhat  recovered,  and  heard  Claude 
express  himself  most  kindly  and  gratefully  for 
her  remembrance. 

"  Ah,  my  God,  they  would  not  believe  me. 
Could  any  living  being  doubt  and  see  his 
beautiful  features,"  she  exclaimed  to  hor  fel- 
low servants,  as  they  assisted  her  to  her 
room. 

Lady  Trecastle  wishing  to  send  off  a  letter 
that  evening,  to  Penzance,  to  break  the  intel- 
ligence to  Sir  Charles,  Mary  and  Claude  pro- 
ceeded to  walk  round  the  lawn  ;  it  was  a  most 
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lovely  evening,  the  setting  sun  just  gilding  the 
waters  of  the  lake,  and  tho  deep  Fhadows  of 
the  lofty  trees  on  the  western  shore  stretching 
far  across  tho  clear  and  unrutlled  surface. 

'^  I  wanted  to  ask  you  a  question,  M:iry," 
said  Claude,  as  they  proceeded  along  the  margin, 
both  feeling  so  happy.  Mary  rejoicing  in  her 
heart  of  hearts,  at  the  restoration  of  her 
brother,  and  that  brother  all  that  a  sister's  love 
could  wish. 

"  Well,  deal'  Claude,  what  is  that  ques- 
tion ?" 

**  You  mentioned,  during  our  conversation 
before  dinner,  that  you  expected  a  visit  from 
Lord   Penchurch.     Is   it    Lord    Penchurch    or 

his  son,  in  the Dragoons,  not  that  he  can 

be  Lord  Ponchuroh  either,  unless  his  father  l»<* 
dead." 

"  Both  the  father  and  the  son  you  speak   of, 

Claude,"   returned   Mary,   with  a  very   serious 

expression  of  features,  **  have  been  dead  nearly 

two  years.     The  father  from  an  attack  of  gout, 

R  5 
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and    Captain      Adolphus      renchurch,      about 
eighteen  months,  from  a  fall  from  his  horse." 

'^  Good  God,"  exclaimed  Claudo,  with  a 
start  his  sister  observed,  and  which  caused  her 
cheek  to  turn  pale.  ^'  Then  the  Uonorablo 
Augustus  Pencburch  has  succeeded  to  the  title 
and  estates  ?" 

Claude  looked  into  his  sister's  expressive 
features  with  some  anxiety. 

"  Why,  how  is  this,  dear  Claude,"  asked 
)klary,  a  little  agitated  as  well  as  surprised, 
'^  you  seem  to  know  his  lordship." 

^*  No,  Mary,  I  do  not  know  his  lordship ;  but 
three  years  ago,  I  was  at  Oxford  with  the 
Honourable  Agustus  renchurch,  he  was  five 
or  six  years  older  that  myself,  and  quitted  it 
about  eight  or  nine  months  after  my  entrance 
there.  I  suppose,  dear  Mary,"  continued  our 
hero,  making  an  efi'ort  to  spuak  cheerfuU}', 
**  this  is  an  affair  of  the  heart  betwei»n  you  and 
Lord  Pencburch ;  I  know  he  was  a  very  hand- 
some young  man." 
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Mary  looked  up  iuto  her  brother's  face, 
she  was  a  little  paler  Ihaa  usual,  but  with  a 
smile  that  rendered  her  features  lovely,  she 
said — 

"  Canuot  you  give  him  a  better  character, 
Claude,  than  that  of  being  a  very  handsome 
man  ?'' 

*'  Tell  me,  Mary,  how  far  your  heart  is  en- 
gaged, and  how  long  you  have  known  his  lord- 
ship ;  you  see  I  am  taking  the  privilege  of  a 
brother  already,  and  perhaps " 

"  No  perhaps  with  me,  dear  Claude  ;  to  me, 
it  is  a  vast  and  glorious  blessing,  that  I  have  a 
brother  ;  and  my  dear  aunt  Bond — oh,  how  she 
loved  you — in  her  letters  wrote  that  you 
were " 

"  Come,  come,  Mary,"  interrupted  the  young 
man,  playfully,  '*  1  will  not  listen  to  any  ac- 
count of  my  amiable  qualities  even  from  my 
sweet  sister,  so  let  mo  hear  all  about  your 
intercourse  with  his  handsome  lordship.    If  he 
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has  gained  your  heart,  Mary,  he  has  gained  a 
treasure." 

"  I  ought  to  call  jou  to  order  now,  Master 
Claude,"  returned  Mary,  laughing,  ^^  however,  I 
will  now  tell  you  how  I  am  situated  with  re- 
spect to  his  lordship." 
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'^  Apter  my  dear  fathers  melancholy  death, '^ 
began  Mary  Tregannou,  ^'  Helen  and  I  came  to 
live  with  Lady  Trecaatlo.  There  is  no  kinder 
man  breathing  than  Sir  Charles,  and  yet  he  has 
acquired  the  character  of  loving  inordinately  to 
accumulate  wealth,  whereas,  no  man  in  the 
county  is  more  liberal  and  generous  ;  liis  love 
of  speculation  and  of  engaging  in  commercial 
affairs  has  led,  no  doubt,  to  this  conclusion  ; 
his  sinking  for  mines  and  his  success  in  his 
operations   have     also    created    the    envy    of 
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many,  but  to  the  poor  man  and  the  honest,  he 
is  always  a  friend.  When  you  go  amongst 
his  numerous  tenants,  you  will  leam  his  real 
character.  Lord  Ponchurch's  mansion  and 
estate  adjoins  my  brother-in-law's,  and  they 
have  been  intimate  for  years.  Augustus  Pen- 
church  and  myself  are  much  about  the  same 
age  ;  we  were  playfellows  first,  and  as  wo  grew 
in  years  we  supposed  ourselves  in  love  with 
each  other.'' 

''  Supposed,"  interrupted  Claude  Tregannon, 
with  a  smile  ;  ^'  that  is  but  a  poor  word,  Mary 
dear,  to  express  *  le  grand  passion?  There  must 
be  very  little  love  in  the  case,  if  it  rests  on 
supposition." 

"  Cela  se  pent — but  I  fancy  such  was  really 
the  case.  Well,  years  rolled  on,  Augustus  was 
a  younger  son,  with  but  small  expectations.  I 
do  not  know  how  it  was,  but,  about  two  yeard 
and  a  half  ago,  he  extracted  a  promise  from 
me,  that  I  would  accept  his  hand,  the  day  his 
father  procured  him  the  appointment  he  had 
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in  view.  Six  months  after,  his  brother  became 
Lord  Penchurch,  and,  uufortunately,  some 
months  after,  was  killed  by  a  fall  from  his 
horse,  and  thus  Augustus  succeeded  to  the 
title,  and,  as  it  turns  out,  to  a  rather  heavily 
mortgaged  estate.  Now,  since  that  event,  I 
think,  or  I  fancy,  Augustus  much  changed  in 
manner.  My  fortune,  handsome  for  a  younger 
son,  is  small  for  an  impoverished  lord,  and  I 
really  think  his  lordship  would  back  out  of  his 
engagement  if  he  found  an  opportunity." 

"  And  would  you,  my  sweet  Mary,  unite 
yourself  to  a  man  of  whom  you  entertain  such 
an  opinion  ?" 

^'  It  was  never  my  intention,  Claude ;  but. 
Heavens  !  here  he  is  coming  up  the  avenue." 

Claude  started,  and  felt  his  cheek  flush  ;  his 
first  idea  was  to  leave  his  sister  and  to  meet 
his  lordship  alone ;  but  Mary  instinctively 
clung  to  his  arm ;  the  next  moment  his  lord- 
ship dismounted,  and,  throwing  the  reins  to 
his  groom,  advanced. 
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Wheu  close  bosido  them,  he  looked  full 
in  the  face  of  Claude,  and  stood  astounded, 
his  cheek  grow  pale,  as  he  exclaimed,  in  a 
voice  almost  inarticulate  with  rage, 

*^  Miss  Tregannon,  are  you  aware  on  whose 
arm  you  are  leaning  ?'' 

In  person.  Lord  Ponchurch  was  as  tall  as 
Claude  Tregannon,  and,  at  a  first  glance, 
though  not  80  graceful  in  manner,  appeared 
nearly  as  powerfully  made — his  features  were 
remarkably  handsome,  and  yet  there  was  a 
something  not  pleasing  in  the  eye,  and  the 
curl  of  the  upper  lip,  especially  when  in 
anger. 

No  sooner  had  ho  pronounced  the  words — 
*'  Miss  Tregannon,  are  you  aware  on  whose 
arm  you  are  leaning?"  than  Mary,  with  a 
flushed  cheek,  replied — 

"  Perfectly,  my  lord — I  lean  on  the  arm  of 
my  brother,  Sir  Henry  Claude  Tregannon." 

A  laugh  that  caused  Mary  to  turn  pale  fol- 
lowed this  announcement. 
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"  You  are  deceived,  Miss  Tregannon  ;  this 
youth  once  passed  himself  as  the  nephew  of 
Henry  Edgar  Bond  of  Grange  House,  on  whoso 
death  it  turned  out  that  he  was  au  iraposter,  the 
son  of  a  gipsy  tinker/' 

Mary  trembled  in  every  limb,  but  for  her 
companion's  arm,  she  would  have  fallen  to  the 
ground.  But,  strange  to  say,  our  hero  re- 
mained perfectly  collected,  and  as  calm  as  if 
he  had  been  styled  the  son  of  a  duke. 

"  'Mj  lord,"  he  said,  speaking  blowly  and 
distinctly,  **  I  once  chastised  you  for  an  act  I 
will  not  name,  as  I  would  not  wish  to  tinge 
my  sister's  cheek  with  the  blush  of  shame,  at 
having  ever  listened  to  professions  of  affection 
from  such  a  man.  You  assert  I  am  a  gipsy's 
son ;  I  have  had  the  forbearance  to  listen 
calmly  to  this  assertion ;  but  now  hear  me — 
I  tell  you,  that  I  am  Henry  Claude  Treganuon, 
and  if  you  say  this  assertion  is  untrue,  or  use 
again  the  words  you  have  just  pronounced,  I 
will  lay  that  horsewhip  in  your   hand   upon 
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your  back,  so  beware,  my  lord,  wbat  you  say 
or  do." 

Lord  Ponchuich  shook  with  rage,  his  fea- 
tures becoming  actually  convulsed  with  the 
struggle  within. 

**  Curse  you,'*  he  almost  frantically  ex- 
claimed ;  **  I  will  even  degrade  myself  and 
meet  you.  I  would  rather  see  you  dead  at  my 
feet  than  the  vilest  dog  that  ever  crawled  out 
of  a  kennel." 

And  turning  rapidly  away,  he  hurried  to  his 
horse,  threw  himself  into  the  saddle,  and  gal- 
loped, to  the  great  amazement  of  his  groom, 
furiously  through  the  lodge  gates. 

Had  he  remained  a  moment  longer,  Henry 
would  have  forgotten  himself,  and  felled  him 
to  the  earth ;  turning  round,  ho  found  his 
gentle  sister  seated  on  a  rustic  bench,  weeping 
bitterly. 

"  Oh,  Mary,  dear  Mary,  what  have  I 
brought  upon  you  !" 

**  Good    Heavens,    Claude,"    exclaimed   the 
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poor  girl,  looking  up,  and  catching  his  hand 
in  hers ;  "  do  you  suppose  I  weep  for  any- 
thing that  bad  man  could  say  to  me  ?  Oh,  no, 
no,  no,  I  bless  God  for  my  escape  from  per- 
haps years  of  misery ;  no,  I  \veep,  my  be- 
loved brother,  that  your  noble,  generous  heart 
should  have  to  bear  the  cruel  indignity  that 
cowardly  wretch  thought  to  iutlict  upon  you." 

*'  Thank  God,  if  that's  all,  Mary,"  answered 
Claude,  cheerfully,  "  his  words  are  too  impo- 
tent to  hurt  me.  Still  it  puzzles  me  to  think 
how  he  gained  the  information  he  seems  to 
have  obtained  of  me." 

"  Ah,  I  see  now,"  said  Mary,  brightening 
up;  ^*his  mother,  Lady  Penchurch,  is  an  aunt 
of  Mr.  Curtis  Bond's." 

^'  Then,  of  course.  Lord  Penchurch  is  inti- 
mate with  that  miserly  wretch." 

**  Most  intimate;  indeed,  should  Mr.  Bond 
never  marry,  he  considers  himself  next  heir. 
The  Grange  estates,  1  think  I  heard  Sir  Charles 
say,  he  had  the  power  to  will  to   whom   he 
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pleased.  Now,  Lady  Pencburch  is  ouly  Mr. 
Curtis  Bond^s  aunt  by  marriage,  therefore,  his 
lordsbip's  relationsbip  is  very  remote.  Wbat 
is  the  cause  of   his  inveteracy  towards  you  ?" 

**  To-morrow,  my  dear  sister,  you  shall  hear 
how  his  lordship  and  I  first  became  friends, 
and  then  mortal  enemies.  It  is  a  very  short 
tale,  aud  common  enough  in  this  world,  I  am 
sorry  to  say.  J  trust  Julia  will  not  feel  hurt 
at  the  events  of  this  evening." 

"You  need  not  fear  that,"  answered  Mary, 
"  she  knows  I  had  made  up  my  mind  to  break 
off  my  engagement  with  his  lordship.  Julia 
never  liked  him  much,  and  I  cannot  think  how 
I  ever  entertained  the  idea  of  becoming  his 
wife." 

She  was  right,  Lady  Trecastle  only  felt  hurt 
at  the  insult  offered  to  her  brother ;  and  as 
Mary  did  not  hear  the  parting  words  of  Lord 
Penchurch,  they  were  not  alarmed,  believing 
that  all  the  mischief  was  over.  Mr.  llobert 
Vigors'  horse  was  sent  back  the  next  morning 
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with  a  long  letter  from  Claude  Trcgannon,  and 
the  documents  signed  by  her  ladyship,  also  a 
groom  dispatched  for  our  hero's  portmanteau, 
as  he  intended  staying  at  Trecastle  till  within 
a  week  of  his  intended  journey  to  London. 

He  did  not  bestow  a  thought  upon  the  threat 
held  out  by  Lord  Penchurch  at  parting.  For 
although  when  at  Oxford  ho  was  remarkable 
for  his  skill  in  pistol-shooting,  he  was  never 
known  to  resent  an  insult,  and  acquired  rather 
a  doubtful  name  for  courage.  Now  Claude 
Treganuon  tliough  he  never  exhibited  his  skill, 
was  scarcely  to  be  surpassed  in  the  use  of  the 
gun  or  pistol  or  in  any  atheletic  or  bodily  feats 
of  strength.  We  will  anticipate  his  communi- 
cation to  his  sister,  and  briefly  relate  the 
cause  of  his  enmity  with  his  lordship,  then 
the  Ilonourable  Augustus  Penchurch. 

Claude  was  scarcely  more  than  eighteen 
when  ho  went  to  Oxford  ;  Augustus  Penchurch 
was  at  kast  four  or  five  years  oldrr,  fuliy 
formed,   possessing    considerable  Btrength   and 
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expert  at  most  games  and  exorcises,  pulled  a 
good  oar,  and  could  drink  hard.  Now  Claude 
surpassed  him  in  evcrythiug,  excepting  the  last 
accomplishment ;  like  his  uncle,  Mr.  Bond,  he 
could  enjoy  a  bottle  of  wine,  but  he  never 
could  be  persuaded  to  drink  to  excess.  The 
two  young  men  came  in  contact  several  timea, 
in  boating,  in  cricket,  and  wrestling,  and  in- 
variably the  Honourable  Augustus  Tenchurch 
was  beaten.  He  then  considered  our  hero  the 
nephew  of  Mr.  Henry  Bond,  till  accidently 
loentioning  his  name  before  Lady  Penchurch, 
her  ladyship  remarked — 

"  Nephew  to  Mr.  Bond  of  ^  Grange,'  you 
must  mistake,  Augustus,  Mr.  Bond  has  no 
nephew,  not  even  by  marriage  ;  Lady  Trecastle 
and  Mary  and  Helen  Tregannon,  are  Mrs. 
Bond's  own  nieces,  and  Mr.  Bond's  nieces  of 
course  by  marriage,  but  nephew  he  has  none, 
or  my  nephew,  Curtis  Bond,  would  be  cut 
out  of  the  succession  to  the  *  Grange  Estate.'  " 

'*  Well   that's  droll    enough,"  returned  the 
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Honourable  Augustus,  ^*  ho  bears  the  name  of 
Heury  Bond,  and  is  known  as  Mr.  Bond's 
nephew  by  everyone." 

One  evening  just  three  days  before  Augus- 
tus Pencburch  left  Oxford,  Claude  Tregauuon 
was  returning  from  a  solitary  ramble  along  the 
banks  of  the  Thames,  and  was  crossing  a  very 
lonely  shady  lane,  when  a  smothered  shriek 
from  a  female  the  other  side  of  the  hedge 
caused  him  to  leap  over  to  enquire  into  the 
cause;  to  his  extreme  astonishment  and  disgugt, 
he  beheld  a  very  interesting  looking  girl, 
kneeling  at  the  feet  of  a  man,  striving  to  hold 
his  hand — 

**Fool,"  exclaimed  the  man,  and  raising  his 
hand  he  pushed  the  poor  girl  with  violence  to 
the  ground.  As  he  turned,  the  man  came  face  to 
face  with  Claude.  It  was  Augustus  Pen- 
church,  they  had  not  met  since  his  return  to 
college. 

"  Coward!  is  it  thus  you  treat  a  woman,"  and 
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in    the    indignation    of   tho  moment,  Claude 
threw  him  against  the  hedge. 

Augustus  renchurch  had  a  stout  blackthorn 
stick  in  his  hand  ;  furious  ^^  ith  rage,  he  rushed 
upon  his  adversary  and  aimed  a  blow  at  his 
head.  But  our  hero  avoiding  the  weapon 
struck  him  a  tremendous  blow  in  the  chest, 
which  stretched  him  at  his  feet.  The  poor 
girl  had  fainted,  and  without  heeding  the 
Honourable  Augustus,  Claude  lifted  her  from 
the  ground,  and  bore  her  towards  the  river 
only  a  few  yard's  distant.  He  had  recognised 
her  at  a  glance,  as  the  only  daughter  of  the  poor 

curate  of  II ,  whose  cottage  was  only  a  mile 

distant,  lie  sprinkled  her  face  with  water 
and  after  some  moments  of  iuseusibility  she 
unclosed  her  eyes.  When  she  beheld  Claude's 
fixed  upon  hers,  she  shuddered  and  closed  them 
again,  saying  in  a  scarcely  audible  voice — 
**  My  God,  my  Goil,  I'm  ruined." 
This  is  an  oft  told  tale,  and  we  will  not  pur- 
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sue  it  further.  Claude  saw  her  to  her  father's 
cottage  door,  and  returned  to  Oxford,  fully 
expecting  the  next  morning  to  hear  from  the 
indignant  aristocrat ;  but  tliat  day  passed  and 
the  next,  and  he  neither  saw  nor  heard  from 
him  ;  he  did  not  mention  his  adventure  to  any 
one,  and  a  day  or  two  after  he  learned  that 
Augustus  Tenchurch  had  left  the  university. 

Such  was  the  termination  of  Claude  Tre- 
gannon's  acquaintance  with  the  Honourable 
Augustus  Peuchurch ;  no  wonder  he  felt 
aggrieved  when  .he  heard  his  beautiful  and 
amiable  sister  Mary  was  attached  to  a  man  he 
despised,  and  whose  conduct  in  every  way  was 
bad  and  dissolute. 

As  to  Augustus  Penchurch,  after  leaving 
Oxford,  he  spent  some  time  in  London  in  the 
best  society,  and  there  he  beheld  a  young  lady 
whose  beauty  and  reputed  wealth  completely 
drove  away  all  thoughts  of  Mary  Tregannon. 
The  death  of  father  and  brother,  in  the  short 
space  of  two  years  raised  him  to  the   peerage, 

YOL.    II,  F 
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and  gave  liim  the  possession  of  a  property 
heavily  mortgaged  ;  he  then  determined  to  dis- 
solve his  engagement  with  Mary.  Chancing 
to  meet  Mr.  Curtis  I^oud  in  London  after 
his  succeeding  to  the  property  of  Mr.  Henry 
Bond,  he  said,  after  congratulating  him  on 
his  good  fortune — 

^'  By  the  way,  cousin  mine,"  he  called  him 
cousin,  and  it  flattered  the  miser  to  be  called 
cousin  by  a  lord,  ^*  what  became  of  that  nephew 
of  Mr.  Bond's — Ilenry  Bond  he  called  himself 
in  college  ?'' 

*' Confound  his  impudence,"  said  Mr.  Curtis 
Bond,  with  a  savage  grin,  ^' I  soon  settled  his 
claims  to  relationship  ;  he  was  an  impostor — a 
gipsy  tinker's  child  that  old  Bond  picked  up 
and  reared,  and  forsooth  must  needs  give  him 
his  own  name.  Luckilv  for  me,"  and  the 
miserable  miser  rubbed  his  long  hands  joy- 
fully, "Mr.  Bond  died  without  signing  his  will, 
thus  this  pretended  nephew  was  left  with  only 
a  few    hundreds    I    could  not  well   take  from 
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him.     However    I    turned    him    out    cf    the 
house." 

"  And  did  he  let  you  do  so  quietly  ?" 
demanded  Lord  Penchurch,  looking  with  sur- 
prise at  the  scarecrow  figure  of  *  Cousin  Mine.' 

"  Ha  !  ha  I  ha  !"  laughed  the  miser — ^*  that's 
good.  Let  me— — Lord  he  was  dying  of  the 
fever  that  raged  on  the  coast  at  the  time  ;  they 
carried  him  out  on  a  bed  to  some  cottage  to 
die." 

Bad,  dissolute,  and  unprincipled  as  Lord 
Penchurch  was,  he  could  not  help  casting  a 
look  of  disgust  at  the  miser.  But  tlius  it 
was  he  picked  up  his  information  respecting 
our  hero,  whom  he  detested  already,  and  when 
he  thus  unexpectedly  met  him  walking  arm 
and  arm  with  the  maiden  he  profeseed  to  love, 
and  had  certainly  vowed  to  make  his  wife,  his 
rage  knew  no  bounds.  He  considered  it,  how- 
ever, a  most  excellent  opportunity  for  breaking 
his  engagement   with  Mary.       The  following 

morning,  therefore,  instead  of  penning  a  hostile 
3  P 
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message  to  Claude,  he  sat  down  and  wrote 
a  fornial  letter  to  Lady  Trecastle,  merely 
stating  that  after  wliat  he  had  witnessed  the 
previous  evening,  Miss  Treganuon  was  per- 
fectly free  from  any  engagement  with  him. 
Two  hours  afterwards  he  was  on  his  way  to 
London.  Thus  ended  Mary  Tregannon's 
matrimonial  engagement  with  Lord  Pencliurch, 
to  the  infinite  relief  and  the  great  contentment 
of  her  relations. 

Sir  Charles  Trecastle  arrived  from  Penzance 
the  following  morning ;  he  embraced  his  new 
found  brother  in-law  with  real  and  unaffected 
good  feeling.  He  adored  his  wife,  and  had  the 
most  unbounded  confidence  in  her  judgment 
and  opinion.  In  her  letter  to  him  the  preced- 
ing evening  she  solemnly  declared  there  was 
not  the  smallest  doubt  remaining  in  her  mind 
with  respect  to  her  brother's  identity  ;  and 
whether  the  law  would  feel  satisfied  or  not 
with  the  proofs  they  could  bring  forward  to 
support  his  claims — she  would  unhesitatingly 
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declare  before  any  judge  or  jury,  that  he  was 
her  lost  brother.  Sho  did  not  enter  into  any  par- 
ticulars respecting  the  proofs  her  brother  had 
obtained,  she  left  them  to  be  judged  by  Sir 
Charles  on  his  return.  Perfectly  satisfied  with 
his  wife's  judgment,  the  good  hearted  Baronet 
was  fully  prepared  to  acknowledge  his  brother-in- 
law,  let  things  turn  out  as  they  would.  But 
the  moment  he  beheld  him,  it  required  neither 
arguments  or  proofs  to  fully  convince  him  that 
they  had  for  years  harshly,  if  not  cruelly,  neg- 
lected to  inquire  into  the  circumstances  of  the 
case,  BO  forcibly  represented  to  them  by  the 
kind-hearted  and  generous  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Bond. 

^* Confound  that  rascally  miser,  Curtis  Bond,'' 
exclaimed  Sir  Charles,  warmly  ;  ''if  ever  I 
come  across  him  I  will  let  him  know  my  mind 
with  respect  to  his  brutal  conduct.  However, 
Julia,  we  must  now  endeavour  to  make  up  for 
the  past,  and  for  his  sake  and  our  own  honour, 
spend  money,  if  it  is  required,  to  re-establish 
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him  ia  Lis  rights,  lie  is  as  noblo  a  looking 
youth  as  over  I  saw — his  presence  alone  in  a 
court  would  silence  for  ever  the  idea  of  his 
being  an  impostor,  'i  he  characteristics  of  his 
race  are  stamped  in  every  feature  of  his  face  ; 
I  shall  go  to  London  myself,  and  will  put  the 
case  before  Sir  Christopher  Paulet,  a  very  old 
friend  of  mine,  and  the  ablest  counsel  in  his 
Majesty's  dominions. 

*'  With  respect  to  that  villain,  James  Tre- 
gannon,  his  person  is  beyond  our  reach,  and 
so  is  that  of  his  rascally  attorney,  Stonehenge. 
It's  very  extraordinary  no  account  of  his 
having  ever  reached  America  has  been  ob- 
tained. However,  with  respect  to  that  fifty 
thousand  pounds  raised  upon  the  property,  wo 
must  promise  to  pay  whatever  remains  unpaid 
at  this  period,  that  will  stop  any  o{)position  on 
their  part. 

*^  13y-the-bye,  I  was  offered  sixty-five  thou- 
sand pounds  yesterday  for  the  two  mines  on 
the  Pentoven  estate,  but  I  hope  to  get  more. 
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I  must  look  over  the  papers  of  that  estate — I 
have  some  recollection  about  the  title  dcels 
given  to  your  father  on  his  i)urchasing  the  pro- 
perty ;  but  T  have  no  distinct  remembrance  of 
the  deed  he  executed,  conveying  the  property 
over  to  you  and  yours." 

*^  In  truth,  Charles,"  said  Lady  Trecastle, 
"  my  mcDiory  is  defective  thoro — but  I  dare 
say  you  will  find  all  the  necessary  papers 
amongst  your  other  documents  in  the  chest 
room.  I  know  my  poor  father  purchased  it  as 
a  dower  for  the  eldest  daughter,  and  it  is 
mentioned  in  the  draft  of  his  will  to  tliat 
eflfect." 

**  Well,  I  will  go,  my  love,  this  moment  and 
make  a  search  through  tlic  Treganiion  deeds 
and  pipers.  I  think  it  only  fair  that  your 
brother  should  have  some  funds  to  support  hitn 
while  his  suit  is  going  on.  Lie  shall  share  the 
profits  of  the  mines,  by  Jove  ho  shall,"  con- 
tinued Sir  Charles;  ''and  I  tell  you  wliut, 
Julia,  you   must  do — you  must  contrive  some 
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way  of  getting  him  to  accept  throe  or  four 
thousand  pounds  till  the  case  is  heard.  You 
know  nothing  in  law  is  done  in  a  hurry,  and 
wo  must  umko  him  appear  in  the  style  to 
which  his  hirth  entitles  him.'^ 

"  I  will  do  all  I  can,  Charles,'^  replied  Lady 
Trccastle ;  "  but  I  know  beforehand  it  will  be 
useless.  He  has  a  few  hundred  pounds,  and 
appears  most  unostentatious  and  simple  in  his 
habits,  though  elegant  in  his  taste.  lie  tells 
us  he  is  devotedly  attached  to  a  young,  and, 
as  he  says,  a  most  beautiful  girl,  and  she  to 
him ;  but,  from  delicacy,  he  refrains  naming 
her,  because,  much  as  he  idolizes  her,  for  their 
love  is  the  growth  of  years,  unless  the  law 
confirms  his  right  to  the  name  of  Tregannon, 
he  will  not  allow  this  young  lady  to  lose  her 
station  and  position  in  society  by  uniting  her- 
self to  a  man  denied  a  name  by  the  law. 
This,  you  will  say,  is  romantic ;  but  Claude  is 
only  twenty,  with  strong  ardent  feelings,  and 
the  highest  notions  of  honour  and  probity." 
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cnAPTER  vr. 


Several  weeks  passed  at  Treoastle  in  uninter- 
rupted happiness  and  tranquillity  ;  Marj,  for- 
tunately for  her  happiness,  felt  no  regret  at 
the  breaking  off  her  engagement  with  Lord 
Penchurch.  All  her  natural  gaiety  returned, 
and  her  love  for  her  brother  became  more 
powerful  and  engrossing  the  more  she  knew  of 
his  disposition  and  endearing  qualities.  As  to 
Sir  Charles,  he  was  in  raptures  with  him. 
They  rode  over  together  to  Pentoven,  ex- 
amined  and  went   down   the   mines,   and    so 
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nicely  and  delicately  did  Sir  Charles  manage 
the  matter,  that  be  flattered  himself  ho  had 
succeeded  in  getting  his  brother-in-law  to  ac- 
cept half  tho  profits  ;  but  Claude,  who  began 
to  love  Sir  Charles  with  all  the  affection  of  a 
brother,  easily  saw  through  his  good-natured 
schemes,  and  silently  appeared  to  acquiesce, 
and  allowed  Sir  Charles  to  fancy  he  was  suc- 
ceeding in  his  project  of  partnership. 

Claude  Tregannon's  two  nieces  and  little 
nephew  idolized  their  uncle — he  played  with 
them — romped  like  a  boy  with  them — and  took 
them  out  sailing  on  the  lake. 

*^  Oh,"  they  would  exclaim  to  their  mother, 
'*  no  one  makes  the  boat  sail  like  uncle  Claude 
— she  goes  twice  as  fast  with  him — and  we  are 
never  afraid  if  it  blows  even,  as  he  say?,  great 
guns." 

*^  Only  fancy,  mama,"  said  Ellen,  ^^  blowing 
great  guns — i  suppose  he  means  it  blows  the 
great  guns  out  ot  the  ship." 

'^  You  must  ask  uncle  Claude  all  about  those 
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things/'  said  Lady  Trecastle,  laughing;  "he's 
quite  a  sailor." 

**  He  says  such  funny  things,  mama,  when 
he  is  sailing  the  boat.  This  morning  he  crieil 
out — -^  Ah,  there's  a  cat's  paw  !'  and  there  I 
was  looking  all  round  wondering  how  a  cat's 
paw  could  float — and  then  he  tells  us  such 
funny  stories,  and  manages  all  the  sails  him- 
self. Ah,  mama,  what  shall  we  do  when  he 
goes  ?" 

And  Ellen's  sweet  pretty  face  became  quite 
sad. 

But  time  rolls  on,  heedless  of  joy  or  sorrow 
— blessed  and  happy  arc  tho?e  who  c^m  enjoy 
the  present  witliout  poisonirg  those  moments 
of  joy  by  plunging  into  the  future. 

Clando  Trcgannon,  but  that  he  ardently 
longed  to  behold  his  idoliz'^d  Fanny,  would 
have  considered  those  wr«ks  passed  at  Tre- 
castle the  happiest  of  his  life.  Mary  sighed, 
as  the  moment  of  his  departure  drew  nigh — 
the    children   pouted,    and   little   Harry   cried 
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bitterly,  and  said  he  would  go  with  uncle 
Claude  and  be  a  sailor.  Lady  Trccastle  had 
become  deeply  and  tenderly  attached  to  him, 
but  began  to  feel  anxious  and  sad  as  he  pre- 
pared to  depart  ;  she  trembled  at  the  thoughts 
of  a  failure  in  establishing  his  birth  ;  she  knew 
it  would  nearly  break  his  heart ;  she  also  felt 
convinced,  should  sueh  a  decision  be  declared 
by  the  judges  appointed  to  try  the  case,  Claude 
would  quit  his  country  perhaps,  for  ever,  and 
seek  his  fortune  in  other  lands. 

The  proofs  he  possessed  were  strong,  and  his 
own  family  backing  his  claims  was  a  grand 
feature  in  his  cause,  and  as  to  funds,  he  could 
have  thousands  at  command.  Mr.  Vigors  liad 
passed  a  whole  day  at  Trccastle,  consulting 
with  Sir  Charles,  and  he  was  sanguine.  ^'  lie 
had,^'  ho  said,  "  a  host  of  persons  to  bring 
forward,  to  aid  their  efforts,  and  assist  in 
evidence."  A  most  careful  map  of  the  house 
and  grounds  of  Tregaunon  was  preparing,  for 
one  grand  feature  of  the  case   was,    he   was 
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positive  he  could  clearly  show,  by  reference  to 
the  map  of  the  grounds,  the  impossibility  of  a 
child  of  the  ago  of  Claude  Tregannon,  at  that 
time,  falling  over  the  range  of  rocks  that 
bordered  the  Fal.  It  was,  as  a  dozen  witnes- 
ses could  prove,  low  water  at  the  time  ;  the 
bank  was  over  fifteen  feet  steep,  and  several 
feet  of  mud  lay  between  the  rocks  and  the 
water,  at  low  tide. 

"Zounds,"  interrupted  Sir  Charles,  '^  what 
a  set  of  blockheads  we  all  were  at  the  time, 
not  to  think  of  this,  and  more  critically  ex- 
amine the  spot." 

**  The  fact  was,"  observed  Mr.  Vigors,  "no 
suspicion  of  wrong  entered  any  one's  head, 
therefore  a  very  superficial  examination  took 
place." 

"Well,"  returned  Sir  Charles,  "that  shall 
not  be  the  case  now,  we  will  not  leave  a  stone 
unturned.  Now  that  you  are  here,  my  good 
friend,"  continued  Sir  Charles,  "  I  want  to 
speak  to  you  about  that  Pontoven    property. 
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This  very  morning  I  huntod  over  all  the  deeds 
in  my  possession,  and  I  cannot  find  one 
relative  to  Lady  Trecastle's  right  to  it.  T  am 
aware  the  estate  was  given  up  to  her  by  her 
father,  on  the  day  of  her  marriage,  hut  the 
mere  nominal  form  ho  gave  her  at  that  period, 
for  receiving  rents,  &c.,  I  find  is  of  no  man- 
ner of  use  in  disposing  of  the  property,  or  in 
selling  the  mines  on  it.  It's  most  oxtroardi- 
nary,  it  never  struck  me  till  my  brother-in- 
law's  arri\al  here,  that,  in  reality,  we  do  not 
possess  a  single  document  to  prove  our  right 
of  possession,  now  that  the  late  baronet  left  no 
will.  In  the  unfinished  draught  of  his  will,  it 
is  mentioned  as  a  bequest  for  ever,  to  his 
daughter,  but  that's  nothing.  Do  you  know  I 
am  rather  astounded." 

*^  God  bless  my  fouI,"  exclaimed  Mr.  Vigors, 
with  a  look  of  dismay,  "  I  thought  you  pos- 
sessed the  title  deeds,  &c.'' 

*'  So  I  do  of  the  estate  as  it  was  purchased 
by  the  lato  Baronot.'' 
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**  Yes,  yes,  I  know  that  the  title  to  the  pro- 
perty is  rif^ht  enough,  but  it's  Lady  Trccastle's 
right  wo  want." 

"Why,  by  all  that's  just,  Sir  Charles,  if 
StonehoDge  knew  this,  and  I  think  he  must 
have  known  it,  he  would  have  possessed  him- 
self of  Pentoven  at  once,  as  James  Tregannon 
being  heir  at  law,  became,  undoubtedly,  the 
owner  of  Pentoven,  unless  you  can  shew  deeds 
and  documents  to  prove  your  lady's  right  and 
title  to  it." 

Sir  Charles  Trecastle  looked  blank. 

"But,  my  good  friend,  see  what  a  number 
of  years  has  elapsed  and  Stonehenge  never 
made  any  application  concerning  the  pro- 
perty." 

*'  There  may  have  been  reasons  for  that," 
said  Mr.  Vigors,  thoughtfully,  "  it  was  of  com- 
parative small  value  at  that  time — about  one 
hundred  and  fifty  pounds  a-year ;  now,  for  its 
two  mines  alone,  you  can  get  eighty  thousand 
pounds.     By  Jove,   Sir  Charles  this  is  serious, 
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not  of  course  if  your  brother-in-law  comes  into 
the  property,  and  I  think  there  is  very  little 
doubt  about  that,  for  then  he  will  rectify  this 
strange  error.  In  the  mean  time,  you  had 
better  refrain  from  any  negotiations  for  the 
disposal  of  the  mines,  or  anything  on  the  pro- 
perty." 

Sir  Charles  determined  to  follow  Mr.  Vigors' 
advice,  still  he  felt  uncomfortable,  for  Pentoven 
wag  a  very  valuable  possession,  and  he  was,  at 
that  very  moment,  preparing  to  sink  other 
shafts,  where  most  valuable  minerals  were 
known  to  lie. 

We  must  pass  over  the  parting  of  the  lately 
restored  brother,  from  his  sisters,  but  he  faith- 
fully promised,  whatever  was  or  might  be  the 
result  of  his  suit  against  James  Tregannon,  not 
to  quit  England  without  returning  to  Trecastle. 
Sir  Charles  was  to  follow  him  to  London  in  a 
week.  Passing  one  day  with  Mr.  Vigors,  and 
another  at  Tregannon,  our  hero  departed 
from  Cornwall,  and  on  reaching  London,  took 
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up  his  abode  at  a  most  respectable  hotel  in 
Piccadilly,  then  called  the  *^  Cornish  Anns." 

Anxious,  and  perhaps  a  little  agitated,  bo 
set  out  the  next  day  to  visit  Fanny  Fleetwood, 
at  the  mansion  of  her  uncle  who  resided  in 

Street ;    it  was  a  large    and   handsome 

house.  The  servant  demanding  what  name 
he  should  say,  Claude  gave  the  man  a 
card,  on  which  he  had  written  his  name.  The 
domestic,  who  was  an  extremely  respectable, 
elderly  man,  in  plain  clothes,  glanced  his  eyes 
at  the  writing,  and  then  said — 

^*  Beg  pardon,  sir,  will  you  please  to  follow 
me.     You  are  expected,  sir." 

Claude  followed  the  man  up  the  wide  stairs 
into  a  very  handsome  drawing-room,  and  there 
he  was  left  for  about  five  minutes,  when  the 
door  was  hastily  opened  and  Fanny  Fleetwood, 
with  a  flushed  cheek  and  a  step  a  little  un- 
steady, hastily  entered  the  room. 

"  Oh,  Claude,"  she  exclaimed,  as  he  pressed 
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her  to  his  heart,  and  kissed  her  burning  cheek, 
*'  how  glad  I  am  you  have  arrived,  I  would 
have  written  to  you  the  day  before  yesterday, 
to  hurry  your  coming,  but  madame  said  you 
were  sure  to  be  on  your  way.  Oh,  how  glad 
I  am  to  s(  e  you." 

And  her  fair  head  drooped  upon  his  shoulder. 

Claude  saw,  at  a  glance,  that  son^iCthing  had 
occurred  to  vex  his  companion. 

''  Ah,  Fanny,  I  fear  you  have  heard  some- 
thing to  distress  you,"  he  said,  seating  her  be- 
side him  on  a  sofa,  ''  I  know,  by  your  looks, 
there  is  something  that  pains  you." 

'*  Alas  !  yes,  Claude,  there  is — I  am  to  sail 
in  a  week  or  two  for  Calcutta." 

The  young  man  scarcely  breathed. 

Fanny  felt  the  hand  that  held   hers  tremble. 

"  Good  God  !  how  is  this,  Fanny  ?  so  unex- 
pectedly ;  you  surely  did  not  think  this  voyage 
would  take  place  so  soon  ?" 

^*  Oh,  no,  I  did  not  dream  of  it.  It  was 
very  sudden.     The  fact  is,  my  dear  father  has 
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been  attacked  with  a  disease  which  he  fears  in 
tbo  end  will  cause  his  death.'^  The  tears 
flowed  from  Fanny's  eyes  as  she  spoke.  '*  lie 
is  not  able  to  bear  a  voyage  to  England,  and 
though  the  doctors  say  there  is  no  immediate 
fear  of  a  fatal  result,  yet  he  implores  me 
to  return  directly,  that  ho  may  see  mo 
once  more.  My  uncle  is  busy  in  the  docks, 
expediting  the  fitting  out  of  a  first-class  ship — 
his  own  in  which  we  are  to  sail." 

Just  then  Madame  D'Arblay  entered  the  room. 
She  was  rejoiced  to  see  our  hero,  to  whom  she 
was  greatly  attached  ;  she  likewise  felt  this 
sudden  recall  to  India  very  much ;  she  knew 
how  terrible  the  separation  would  be  to  the 
young  lovers. 

**  Uut  tell  me,  dear  Claude,  something  about 
yourself,"  said  Fanny.  "  Alas  !  it  will  be  many 
a  day" — and  the  tears  flowed  from  the  eyes  of 
the  affectionate  girl — ^*  many  a  day  before  I  can 
receive  any  news  from  dear  England  ;  and  leav- 
ing you  thus,  my  own  Claude,  when  trouble  is 
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before  you,  and  I  not  near  to  sooth  you,  if  you 
are  disappointed." 

^'  I  will  go  out  in  the  same  ship,"  said  Claude, 
with  a  flushed  cheek,  and  with  all  the  enthu- 
Biasm  of  youth.  **  It  is  war  time.  The  vessel 
in  which  you  are  to  sail  must  cross  tho  ocean 
unprotected  by  ships  of  war.  The  period  for 
vessels  to  sail  under  convoy  is  some  months 
off,  I  saw  a  paragraph  in  the  papers  respect- 
ing the  sailing  of  East  Indiamen  the  other 
day." 

Fanny^s  heart  leaped  with  a  joy  she  could 
not  conceal,  but  the  next  moment  her  features 
became  overcast  again. 

*^  Ah,  Claude — and  this  lawsuit  your  heart 
is  bent  on  gaining." 

**  Only  that  I  may  gain,  you,  dearest,"  said 
OUT  hero,  in  a  low,  serious  voice.  '^  I  should 
like  to  see  your  father — perhaps  he  takes  a 
wrong  view  of  his  case.  Doctors  are  not  in- 
fallible. I  should  like  to  explain  everything 
clearly  to  him — fairly  and  candidly  state  all." 
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**Ah,  Claude,  ho  knows  all  already;  both 
my  beloved  uncle  and  myself  wrote  to  him  on 
the  subject.  We  expected  that  he  \¥ould  have 
alluded  to  it  iu  his  letter,  but  he  did  not ;  the 
thought  of  his  situation,  no  doubt,  troubled  his 
mind  ;  but,  depend  upon  it,  dearest,  ho  will 
never  wish  to  make  his  only  child  miserable." 

^'  I  think,"  observed  Madame  D'Arblay, 
*'  that  if  Mr.  Tregannon  could  accompany  us  to 
India,  it  would  be  a  step  not  unnatural,  and 
one  your  father  could  not,  under  the  cir- 
cumstances, disapprove.  But  for  him  to 
abandon  or  neglect  the  very  important  cause  in 
which  he  is  about  to  embark  would  be  mad- 
ness." 

'^  And  yet,  dear  madam,  unless  Fanny  posi- 
tively rejects  my  proposal,  I  will  do  so.  It 
will  be  quite  time  enough  to  commence  the 
suit  when  I  return ;  perhaps  they  can  go  on 
with  it  during  my  absence.  I  should  like  to 
go  out  in  some  kind  of  capacity — second  or 
third  mate.       I  have  studied  navigation,  and 
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am  tolerably  well  acquainted  with  a  seaman's 
duty." 

*'  You  a  mate  of  a  ship,  Claude,"  cried  Fanny, 
with  a  faint  smile,  and  a  look  of  affection  at  her 
handsome  lover. 

^*  Yes,"  returned  Claude,  cheerfully,  ''and  a 
capital  berth  it  is — mate  of  a  first-class  India- 
man." 

"  It  is  certainly  singular  enough,"  remarked 
Madame  D'Arblay,  '^  that  your  uncle  is  just 
gone  to  the  docks  to  meet  a  young  man  who 
applied  to  him  for  the  berth  of  third  uiate  on 
board  the  Surinam.  It  is  singular  also  that 
this  noble  ship  is  named  after  the  very  vessel 
we  were  so  near  perishing  iu." 

*^  I  will  go  this  very  instant  to  the  docks," 
exclaimed  Claude,  starting  to  his  feet,  with 
all  the  enthusiasm  of  his  age  and  disposi- 
tion, '^  introduce  myself  to  your  uncle,  and  state 
to  him  my  project." 

Fanny's  httle  heart  fluttered  with  hope.    Oh, 
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twenty  and  sixteen  are  the  ages  of  hope  and 
romance.  IIow  easily  then  does  the  heart 
build  up  fairy  structures — alas  !  too  often  to 
be  dashed  to  the  ground  by  quiet  and  sober , 
minded  reason.  Even  Madame  D'Arblay  did 
not  see  anything  so  extraordinary  in  Claude's 
project,  so  that  he  actually  started  off  at  once 
for  the  docks  to  see  Mr.  Fleetwood,  intending 
to  return  with  him  to  dinner. 

At  the  period  of  our  story,  the  streets  through 
which  it  was  necessary  to  pass  to  gain  the 
tower  and  the  docks  were,  in  many  respects, 
widely  different  from  the  same  localities  at  the 
present  day.  Sixty  or  seventy  years  ago,  they 
were  scarcely  safe  for  a  stranger  to  traverse  in 
broad  daylight,  and  certainly  most  dangerous 
at  night.  Blackwall  Eeach,  at  this  time,  had 
for  its  landmarks  grim  gibbet-posts,  on  w^hich 
blanched  and  blackened  the  bodies  of  pirates 
and  robbers,  whilst  the  whole  neighbour- 
hood beyond  the  Tower  was  a  labyrinth  of 
ill- famed  streets   and  dangerous    alleys.     The 
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Tower  Hamlets  contained  a  race  of  lawless 
people,  who  spent  their  lives  in  taverns,  and 
bade  defiance  to  the  miserable  ^^  Charleys"  who 
drawled  out  the  hours  of  the  night. 

To  avoid  the  unpleasant  traversing  through 
this  wilderness  of  streets,  Claude  Tregannon  took 
a  boat,  and  proceeded  to  the  dock  where  the 
East  Indiaman  lay 

Passing  through  the  great  gates,  after  dis- 
missing his  boat,  and  having  inquired  where 
the  ^*  Surinam"  lay,  he  soon  came  within  sight 
of  the  noble  ship,  then  almost  ready  for  sea. 
She  was  over  eighteen  hundred  tons  burden, 
and  looked,  in  model  and  rig,  like  a  vessel  of  war. 
While  he  stood  gazing  with  admiration  at  her, 
a  gentleman  descended  the  broad  plank,  which 
served  for  those  on  board  to  reach  the  quay 
wall.  When  half-way  down,  he  suddenly 
turned  to  finish  some  directions  he  was  giving 
to  a  person  who  was  leaning  over  the  side  of 
the  ship,  and  being  too  precipitate  in  his  move- 
ments,  he  lost   his  balance,  tried   to  recover 
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himself,  and  fell  off  the  plank  into  the  water 
beneath  ;  all  became  confusion  and  dismay, 
ropes,  and  all  kinds  of  things  were  lowered  io 
his  assistance  by  the  few  persons  in  the  vessel ; 
but  there  was  no  boat  near,  and  the  old  gentle- 
man's death  seemed  inevitable,  when  seeing  his 
situation,  Claude  hastily  divested  himself  of 
his  coat,  leaped  in,  and  soon  reaching  him 
caught  him  by  the  collar  and  raised  his  head 
from  the  water  ;  he  was  quite  sensible,  though 
bewildered,  for  he  refrained  from  grasping  his 
deliverer,  bat  placed  his  hands  on  his  should- 
ers ;  a  doz?n  landing  waiters  and  others  were 
now  hurrying,  shouting,  and  doing  nothing, 
along  the  quay  wall,  but  Claude  in  a  few 
strokes  reached  the  steps,  and  placed  the 
rescued  gentleman  in  safety.  He  soon  gained 
his  legs,  and  clasping  bis  preservers  hand, 
exclaimed — 

"  God  bless  my   soul,   what   a  noble   fellow 
you  are — what  a  ducking  we  have  both  had.'- 

"Mr.    Fleetwood!    Mr.     Fieetvvood!"    ex- 
VOL.  n.  Q 
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(•luinicd  a  dozen  voices,  eagerly  crowding  to 
iielp — now  tliat  no  lielp  was  wanting  :  *'  let 
me  assist  you." 

**  Thank  you,  tliank  you  !"  exclaimed  the 
old  gentleman  heartily,  and  getting  rid  of  some 
of  the  water  he  had  unintentionally  swallowed, 
^'  1  have  a  strong  arm  here,  and  do  not  require 
other  assistance  ;  you  are  a  line  follow,"  lie 
continued,  as  leaning  on  our  hero's  arm  they 
ascended  the  long  flight  of  steps.  *^  By  St. 
Dunstau,  I  never  was  so  near  visiting  Davy's 
Locker.  Ah  !  you  rascal,  come  back  with 
that  coat,"  this  was  addressed  to  a  rather  sus- 
picious looking  individual,  who  was  holding 
Claude's  coat,  and  edging  sideways  out  of  the 
croud. 

Though  he  had  suspected  the  gentleman  was 
Mr.  Fleetwood,  Claude  felt  pleased  to  have  his 
surmise  confirmed  ;  taking  his  coat,  ho  and  Mr. 
Fleetwood  mounted  on  board  the  *'  Surinam," 
and  got  rid  of  tlie  crowd.  There  were  but  hall- 
a-dozon  persons  in  the   vessel,   the  steward,   a 
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mulatto,  and  four  care-takers,  fur  none  of  tlio 
crew  were  to  be  received  till  the  following  day; 
hor  cargo  was  complete,  and  in  a  few  days  moro 
she  would  bo  ready  for  sea. 

The  moment  Mr.  Fleetwood  got  on  board,  he 
turned  to  his  preserver,  and  again  shaking  him 
warmly  by  the  hand  said — 

"  You  most  probably  have  saved  my  life, 
my  dear  young  friend  ;  to  whom  am  I  indebted 
for  this  great  service  ;  I  fear,  to  look  at  you,  it 
is  a  deed  I  can  only  repay  with  thanks  and 
deep  gratitude." 

Claude  smiled,  as  he  replied — 
**  I  do  not  know  that,  my  dear  sir.'' 
^*  Ah,  thank  God,    I    am    very    glad,"  said 
the  old  gentleman  heartily,    leading  the   way 
into  the  cabin  all  dripping  as  they  were.   "  Now 
steward,  brandy  at  once,  and  then  procure  us  dry 
garments  of  some  kind  till  wo  get  some  of  our 
own,  and  find  me  a  messenger  directly.  I   long 
to   know   your  name,   young   gentleunn,"  ho 
o  3 
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contiiiuo<],  appearing  not  the  least  the  worao 
fur  his  furced  bath. 

*^  Oh  !  you  will  find,"  said  our  hero  helping 
himself  to  a  glass  of  brandy,  while  Mr.  Fleet- 
wood with  the  assistance  uf  the  mulatto,  who 
seemed  a  great  favourite,  was  very  actively 
engaged  dragging  off  his  wet  garments,  ''you 
will  find  we  are  (^Id  friends,  though  our  ac- 
quaintance commenced  in  rather  a  hasty 
manner.  I  was  coming,  my  dear  sir,  to  seek 
you — " 

"  By  St.  Dunstan,"  suddenly  exclaimed  the 
vivacious  old  gentleman,  springing  up  and 
nearly  overturning  the  mulatto,  "  I  know 
you,"  and  catching  our  hero's  two  hands,  he 
embraced  him  with  singular  cordiality,  "you 
are  my  little  Fan's  preserver,  I  know  }  ou  are, 
and  now  you  have  saved  the  uncle.  You  are  a 
uoble  fellow,  God  bless  you,  you  are  Henry 
Bond  that  was,  and  will  be,  please  God,  Sir 
Henry  Tregannon." 


THE  YOUNG  COMMANDKR.  125 

*'  My  dear  sir,  you  have  guessed  aright,  I 
am  that  same  individual — but  finish  changing 
your  garments,  for  fear  of  cold.^' 

*'  By  Jove,  I  never  felt  so  happy  in  ray  life  !" 
exclaimed  Mr.  Fleetwood,  '*  make  haste  Adol- 
phus  and  get  some  dry  garments  for  this  gen- 
tleman, give  me  a  blanket,  best  thing  in  the 
world,  I  can't  get  into  those  scarecrows  of 
trousers — God  bless  my  soul  how  could  you 
dream  of  squeezing  me  into  them." 

**  Law  massa,  what  do,  no  bigger  to  be  had, 
him  tall  man  de  steward." 

*^  Yes,"  returned  Mr.  Fleetwood,  '^  so  he  is, 
does  not  weigh  nine  stone,  I  am  over  sixteen, 
no  go  there." 

Mr.  Fleetwood  soon  attired  himself  to  his 
liking  in  a  couple  of  blankets,  while  our  hero 
contrived,  to  manage  with  a  suit  of  the  stew- 
ard's garments. 

The  former  was,  at  this  period,  about  sixtv, 
hale,  and  hearty,  about  the  middle  height, 
fiomewhat  corpulent,    with  a  round   head  and 
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face,  but  with  an  extremely  pleasing  and  guud- 
natured  cxpresbion. 

The  time  passed  in  conversation  till  the  re- 
turn of  the  messenger  with  garments  fur  Mr. 
Fleetwood.  Claude  keeping  the  steward's  till 
he  reached  his  hotel. 

"  I  am  so  pleased,"  said  Mr.  Fleetwood, 
as  they  sat  with  a  bottle  of  wine  before  them 
in  the  state  cabin  of  the  *  Surinam/  a  fine 
fire  blazing  in  the  splendid  stove.  "  I  am  so 
pleased  that  you  have  arrived  before  Fan's  de- 
parture, though  indeed,  she  felt  quite  confi- 
dent you  would.  I  fancy  my  good  brother 
thinks  worse  of  his  case  than  he  ought,  lie 
was  always  nervous,  and  desponding  when 
ill,  and  inclined  to  believe  all  those  confounded 
doctors  say.  I  never  had  a  doctor  in  uiy  life, 
and  never  was  ill,  and  keep,  you  see,  in  excel- 
lent condition,  while  my  worthy  brother  is  as 
thin  as  a  lath." 

**  1  sincerely  hope,"  observed  his  companion, 
*'  that  your  surmise  may  be  correct.     Do  you 
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know,  my  dear  sir,  tiuu  ii  is  my  iiuciition,  un- 
less you  see  some  objection,  to  accompany  your 
niece  and  Madame  D'Arblay  to  Ccdcatta,  iind 
Bee  Fanny's  father  myself." 

jAIr.  Fleetwood  caught  the  young  man's 
hand,  saying,  with  a  look  of  evident  pleasure — 

'^  It's  the  very  thing  I  should  do,  were  I  in 
your  place.  By  Jove  !"  and  he  rubbed  his  fat 
hands  in  great  glee,  "  I  feel  lighter  in  heart 
at  the  idea  of  your  going  out  in  this  vessel — 
she  sails  without  a  convoy — it  won't  do  to 
wait.  There  is  a  risk,  I  do  not  deny  it,  still 
she  is  a  remarkably  fast  craft,  carries  guns, 
and  will  have  a  crew  amounting  to  one  hun- 
dred and  twenty-six  men — in  fact,  she  will  be 
nearly  a  match  for  a  corvette.  There  are 
several  passengers-— Colonel  Denbigh,  his  wife 
and  family,  three  fine  girls  ;  a  Mrs.  Salford 
and  family,  and  others,  all  anxious  to  sail, 
preferring  the  lisk  to  waiting  for  the  usual 
eonvoy." 

^^  But,"  observed  Claude  Tregannon,  looking 


128  THE  YOUNG  COMMANDKR. 

Mr.  Fleetwood  seriously  in  tho  face,  '^  I  do  not 
wish  to  go  out  iu  this  vessel  as  a  passeugcr — I 
catnc  purposely  to  request  you  to  let  me 
have  the  situation  of  second  or  third  mate  if 
vacant.'' 

^'  By  St.  Dunstan,  you  shall  do  no  such 
thing  as  go  out  in  this  ship  as  mate — I  can  do 
better  than  that.  Strange  coincidence — do  you 
know  who  goes  out  as  first  mate  ?'* 

**  Kot  the  least  idea." 

**  Your  old  friend,  Mr.  Scabright,  tho  cap- 
tain of  your  lamented  unck's  yacht ;  and  all 
the  crew,  also,  have  shipped  in  the  *  Surinam.' 
I  suppose  I  may  as  well  tell  you  now — for  Fan 
is  sure  to  get  the  start  of  me  if  I  do  not — I 
bought  the  '  Water  Witch.'  " 

**  You,  my  dear  sir!"  exclaimed  Claude,  in  a 
tone  of  the  greatest  surprise  ;  "  good  gracious, 
for  what  purpose  ?  pardon  me  for  being  so  in- 
quisitive." 

^'  For  what  purpose !"  repeated  the  mer- 
chant, laughing.     *^  Oh  !  I  will  tell  you.     In 
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the  first  place — she  helped  to  save  my  little 
Fan's  life,  therefore,  I  was  determined  to  have 
her.  Then,  I  liave  taken  it  into  my  head, 
that  it  improves  my  appetite,  a  cruize  as  far  as 
Gravesend  ;  and,  sonietimes,  I  venture  all  the 
way  to  Margate  ;  it  gets  a  little  rough,  to  be 
sure,  after  passing  Southend  ;  but  I'm  improv- 
ing — and  only  that  I  have  shipped  my  whole 
yacht's  cfew  on  board  this  ship,  before  next 
autumu  I  should  make  a  first-rate  seaman  ; 
but  with  respect  to  this  situation  you  want,  by 
Jove,  you  shall  command  the  'Surinam.'  " 

"  I  command  a  craft  of  this  size  !  No,  no, 
that  would  never  do." 

"  Ah,  I  delight  in  seeing  people  laugh — I 
detest  lung,  gloomy  faces — what's  the  use  of 
despondency — it  will  not  remedy  a  misfortune. 
Now  you  do  not  know  how  these  kind  of 
things  are  managed.  In  the  first  place,  this 
ship  is  my  individual  property — I  built  her 
myself — and  I'm  proud  of  her — she's  a 
splendid   model — has  made  a  splendid  passage 
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lionio.  Uufortuuatcly,  Captain  Ilaiiiiltoii,  her 
roniniander,  met  with  au  acciJciit  in  a  con- 
founded gig— -he  had  the  folly  to  drive  liini- 
solf,  and  ran  foul  of  a  waggon,  was  pitched 
out,  and  broke  his  thif^h-boue  in  two  places. 
I  am  sadly  grieved,  for  he  is  a  most  excellent 
man,  and  a  thorough  seaman.  Now,  my  first 
mate,  whom  I  was  thinking  of  succeeding  him 
for  this  voyage,  is  as  good  a  sailor,  and  as  able 
a  navigator  as  any  out  of  London,  and  could 
get  a  ship  to  command  for  the  asking ;  but  he 
likes  the  ship,  and  he  likes  me — he  has  been 
fifteen  years  in  my  service — but,  you  see," 
continued  the  old  gentleman,  giving  a  poke  to 
the  fire,  and  arranging  his  blankets  about  him, 
**  he's  a  regular  sea  bear,  as  rough  as  a  piece 
of  cast-iron — no  more  idea  of  manners  than  au 
E-quimaux — and  there  are  some  very  nice 
people  going  out  in  this  ship.  Now,  it  strikes 
me,  you  have  just  come  in  time;  you  have 
studied  navigation;  you  were  a  sailor  from 
your  earliest  years ;  you  delight  in   the  sea  ; 
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all  you  liavo  to  learn  is  the  simple  routine  of 
working  a  large  ship.  In  ten  days,  with  Mr. 
Burton  at  your  elbow,  you  will  work  the  ship 
like  a  top;  ho  will  bo  delighted  to  let  you 
Lave  the  command  for  the  voyage  out  and 
home ;  and  be  rejoiced  at  being  spared  doing 
the  courtesies  of  the  state-room.  Ila,  by  Jove, 
here's  our  messenger  come  back.  Now,  we  will 
talk  all  this  over  in  the  evenicg  ;  and  Fan  shall 
decide — she  settles  everything  for  me  ;"  and, 
with  a  sigh,  he  added — "  I  have  a  great  mind 
to  go  out  myself — I  shall  break  my  heart  after 
Fan.  If  you  do  not  bring  her  back,  by  Jupi- 
ter, I  will  never  forgive  you.  Do  you  know 
every  one's  in  love  with  her — there's  Lord — 
what's  this  his  name  is— Lnrd — now  I  have 
it — Fenchurch — that's  the  name." 

Claude  Tri^gaunon  gave  a  start  from  his 
chair  that  electrified  Mr.  Fleetwood,  rc'poatiug 
the  word — 

**  Fenchurch  !  You  surely  do  not  mean 
Lord  Augustus  Peucliurch  r"' 
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*'  Ila  !  lia  !  that's  llio  uamo  sure  enough," 
exclaimed  Mr.  Fleetwood,  fiaishiug  his  toilet. 
**  I  knew  it  was  a  church  of  some  sort,  with  a 
Pen  or  Fen  before  it.  Yes,  that's  the  man — 
tall,  handsome  fellow  ;  but  if  he  had  six  lord- 
ships attacliod  to  his  mime,  they  would  have 
no  more  effect  upon  Fan's  little  heart  than  a 
child's  cannon  blazing  away  upon  the  *  Suri- 
nam.' So  come  along — Fan  will  tell  you 
everything,  and  do  not  be  looking  as  if  you 
were  taken  aback  by  a  white  squall.  ^ly  glo- 
rious Fan  will  stick  to  her  colours  as  long  as 
there's  a  rag  left.  Come  along,"  and  the 
happy,  cheerful  old  gentleman  put  his  arm 
under  that  of  Claude,  and  both  ascended 
upon  deck,  our  hero  in  a  very  thoughtful  mood, 
notwithstanding  Mr.  Fleetwood's  kind  and  most 
affectionate  manner. 
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CHAPTEH  VIL 


After  breakfast,  the  following  day  to  the  acci- 
dent that  befel  Mr.  Fleetwood,  Fanny  and  her 
lover    were    seated    together,    earnestly    con- 


versing. 


"  You  have  made  me  so  very,  very  happy, 
dear  Claude,"  said  Fanny,  "  by  letting  your- 
self be  over- ruled  by  my  dear,  noble-hearted 
uncle.  Ah !  now  1  have  no  fear  in  the 
world  of  the  voyage.  If  I  was  only  sure  of  my 
beloved  father's  health  being  restored,  I  should 
be  too  happy  ;''  and  the  soft,  loving  eyes  of  the 
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beautiful  girl  rested  oil  tlic  dark,  thoughtful 
ones  of  her  lover.  *'  Wliy  so  thoujj;htful, 
Claude,"  coutinued  Fanny,  letting  her  soft 
hand  rest  on  his. 

Pressing  it  fondly,  he  replied — 

^'  I  have  many  tilings,  dear  one,  to  cause 
thought.  When  I  see  Mr.  Burton,  perhaps  I 
shall  feel  less  constraint  in  accepting  the  com- 
mand of  the  ^Surinam.'  Now,  tell  mo,  as 
jou  promised  last  night,  all  about  this  Lord 
Penchurch  ;  but  first,  as  you  wish  it,  I  will  tell 
you  the  length  and  breadth  of  our  acquaint- 
ance." 

Panny's  cheek  grew  a  little  pale  as  she  heard 
Claude  to  the  end. 

"  How  strange,"  she  said,  as  he  cuncluded, 
'^  are  our  feelings  and  presentiments  at 
times.  Now  1  did  not  know  that  you  and 
Lord  Penchurch  had  ever  met,  and  yet  I  had 
not  been  five  uiinutes  in  his  company  when  I 
felt  a  strange  and  unaccountable  dislike  to  him 
come    over    me,     he    is    handsome,    quite    a 
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gentleman  in  his  manners,  and,  at  all  events, 
whether  1  considered  him  agreeable  or  not,  he 
did  his  best  to  be  so.  But  you  shall  hear  how 
I  chanced  to  meet  his  lordship.' 

^'  My  uncle's  most  esteemed  friend,  Mr.  Ar- 
lington, was  elected  lord  mayor,  and  it  was  at 
a  fiie  given  by  the  lady  mayoress  that  I  was 
introduced  to  Lord  Penchurch.  I  had  no  wish 
whatever  to  go,  but  my  dear  uncle  seemed  so 
much  to  desire  it  that  I  wont.  I  thoui^ht 
no  more  of  his  lordship  than  of  any  other 
gentleman  with  whom  I  was  in  a  measure 
forced  to  dance,  I  did  not  even  remember 
his  name,  and  the  occasion  that  iutroduced 
him  to  me  vanished  from  my  memory. 
Conceive,  then,  my  astonishment,  and  my 
uncle's  surprise,  when  he  receivt.d  a  most  ela- 
borate epistle  from  his  lordship,  of  which  I  will 
not  wrary  you  with  the  recital,  but  merely 
state  that  he  had  the  singular  impudence  to 
request  permission  to  address  me,  with  the 
intention  of  offiring  me  his  heart  and  hand.     1 
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was  indignant,  but  my  good  uncle  laughed  till 
the  tears  came  into  his  eyes.  Of  course,  he 
wrote  his  lordship  a  reply,  and  there  ended 
the  affair,  upon  which  I  did  not  bestow  a 
thought  till  your  question  last  night  revived 
the  name  of  his  lordship  in  my  memory — 
1  trust  we  may  never  see  or  hear  more  of  him." 

*^  lie  had  a  monstrous  amount  of  assurance,'' 
said  Claude,  with  a  flush  on  his  cheek  ;  "  and 
so,"  he  added,  with  a  look  of  affection  at  the 
face  of  his  companion,  ^^you  refused  a  lord  for 
the  sake  of  a  man — without  a  name  ?" 

*'No,  Claude,"  returned  Fanny;  ^^  even  if 
my  heart  had  not  been  yours  long  years  ago, 
neither  title  or  wealth  should  win  my  hand,  if 
my  heart  did  not  go  with  it.  I  care  for  neither 
name  or  rank,  if  the  possessor  of  those  worldly 
qualifications  was  deficient  of  those  more  ster- 
ling qualities — honour,  high  and  pure  thoughts, 
and  nobility  of  soul." 

*^  Your  heart,  my  beloved,"  said  Claude, 
pressiug  the  hand  he  held  fondly,  ^'  is  a  trea- 
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sure,  to  obtain  which  no  sacrifice  or  trial  would 
be  too  great.'' 

After  some  further  conversation,  interesting 
alone  to  lovers,  Claude  Trcgannon  rose  to 
proceed  to  keep  his  appointment  with  Mr. 
Saunders,  with  whom  he  expected  to  meet  Mr. 
Vigors.  He  had  to  communicate  to  them  his 
sudden  resolution  of  proceeding  to  India  in  the 
*^ Surinam;"  and  he  felt  that  he  should  have 
some  difficulty  in  persuading  those  gentlemen 
that,  in  following  the  dictates  of  his  heart,  he 
was  not  inflicting  a  deep  blow  upon  his  future 
prospects  of  succeeding  to  the  title  and  estates 
of  Tregannon.  The  ship,  Mr.  Fleetwood  said, 
could  not  possibly  sail  before  eight  or  ten  days. 
In  that  time  Sir  Charles  Trecastle  would  be  in 
London ;  from  him  he  also  expected  some 
obstruction  to  his  design  ;  and  yet  he  was  fully 
resolved  to  carry  out  his  resolution,  not  to  let 
his  beloved  Fanny  cross  the  seas — perhaps 
swarming  with  French  cruizers  and  vessels  of 
war — without  his  presence  to  cheer,  and  his 
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arm  to  protect  her.  But  he  was  most  agree- 
ably surprised  to  find  that  his  two  friendly 
advisors  oiferod  but  very  little  opposition  to  his 
project,  the  ugh  rather  astonished  at  his  sud- 
denly formed  determination. 

^'  It  will  take  some  months,"  said  Mr. 
Saunders,  '^  to  prepare  and  put  together  facts 
and  circumstances,  and  also  examine  and  take 
down  the  depositions  of  the  witnesses  we  shall 
require,  and  before  the  case  comes  to  a  decisive 
hearing,  you  will  be  back." 

Mr.  Saunders  was  much  astonished  and  in- 
terested in  the  recent  discoveries  made  in  the 
cave. 

^^  There  is  scarcely  a  doubt  about  our  suc- 
cess now,"  said  the  lawyer;  "  these  events 
throw  quite  a  new  light  upon  the  case  ;  besides, 
the  appearance  of  your  sisters,  and  Sir  Charles 
Trccastle  attesting  their  tirm  belief  in  your 
birth,  will  have  a  powerful  effect.  The  re- 
mark in  the  almanack  you  found  in  the  cave 
is  a  remarkable  feature.     It  proves  that  another 
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child  existed  of  the  same  age  with  yourself, 
aud  that  ho  was  drowned  in  the  Fal.  That 
James  Treganiion  entered  the  mansion  of  your 
lamented  father,  that  fatal  night  also  may  be 
stroDgly  surmised,  and  be  believed  ;  but  these 
proofs  are  only  presumptive,  and  though  in  my 
own  mind  I  feel  satisfied  that  ho  hud  some 
act  or  part  in  your  poor  father's  death,  yet  we 
cannot  attempt  any  such  accusation.  As  to 
securing  the  person  of  that  villain.  Black 
George,  as  you  style  him,  I  do  not  see  that  it 
would  benefit  us,  from  what  you  tell  me  of 
the  rascal's  character.  1  think  he  would  con- 
sider hanging  rather  an  amusement,  provided 
he  could  die  in  telling  a  lie,  w  hicli  would,  or 
might,  involve  us  in  greater  difliculties ;  for 
instance,  were  he  to  swear  you  were  his  son, 
and  show  proof  that  you  were  born  at  such 
and  such  a  time  corresponding  with  your  age, 
it  would  be  difficult  to  defeat  his  villany,  for 
though  the  remarks  in  that  almanack  may 
really  be  supposed  to  be  written  by  him,  no- 
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body  we  know  could  swear  to  that  fact ;  and 
the  rascal  is  not  a  man  to  be  frightened  into  any- 
thing. The  first  thing  now  is  to  put  all  things 
as  my  young  friend  would  say,  into*  ship  shape.' 
Therefore  we  will  let  matters  rest  till  Sir 
Charles  Trecastle's  arrival.  I  should  not  be  at 
all  surprised  if  an  attack  was  made  upon  the 
Pentoven  estate  by  the  creditors  of  James  Tre- 
gannon,  Sir  Charles's  letter  about  that  astonished 
me.  I  cannot  imagine  how  Stonchcngo  let  him 
keep  possession,  knowing  he  had  no  legal  title 
to  it ;  it's  very  strange.  That  circumstance  will 
come  out  now." 

*'  I  am  sorry  for  that,"  said  Claude  Tre- 
gannon,  with  a  very  thoughtful  look.  '^  If  I 
fail  myself,  I  shall  be  the  cause  of  stripping 
my  kind-hearted  brother-in  law  of  a  line  and 
valuable  property." 

"  We  must  not  think  or  dream  of  failure, 
my  dear  friend,"  observed  Mr.  Saunders. 
**  Ah,  when  I  think  of  your  lamented  uncle, 
and   my  dear  old,   kiud-hearted  friend  Parks, 
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how  they  wore  both  cut  off,  and  without  sign- 
ing their  wills — it  makes  mo  sick  of  all  pro- 
crastination, which  may  well  be  said  to  be  the 
^  thief  of  time.*  Do  you  know  that  that  miserly 
wretch,  Curtis  Bond,  is  now  in  the  receipt  of 
nearly  eleven  thousand  a-ycar,  and  posi- 
tively does  not  spend  one  hundred  pounds  ? 
They  say  he  has  constituted  young  Lord  Pen- 
church  his  heir.  Ila  !  ha  I  the  gossip  is  that 
his  Lordship,  who  is  rather  embarrassed  for 
cash,  went  to  Curtis  Bond  and  tried  to  coax 
him  to  pay  off  the  mortgages  on  tho  Penchurch 
Estate.  To  this,  his  worthy  relative  agreed  on 
certain  conditions.  On  his  lordship's  applying 
to  Mr.  Bond's  solicitor  to  know  the  conditions, 
he  was  thunderstruck  on  hearing  that  the 
miser  required  tho  controul  of  the  whole  pro- 
perty for  a  term  of  years,  and  that  his  intended 
heir  should  learn  economy,  for  which  purpose  he 
was  to  live  with  him  for  the  five  years,  during 
which  period  Mr.  Curtis  Bond  purposed  to 
allow    him    the  liberal    sum    of   one    hundred 
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pounds  a-year  for  private  expenses ;  this  he 
considered  absolutely  necessary  tliat  his  lord- 
ship should  do,  if  he  consented  to  make  him 
his  heir.  By  Jove,  I  heard  Lord  rcuclmrch 
was  furious,  and  cursed  his  worthy  relation 
most  heartily.'' 

"  Curtis  Bond  has  the  power  to  will  the 
Grange  property  to  whom  he  pleases,  has  he 
not  ?"  questioned  Mr.  Vigors. 

**  Yes,"  returned  Mr.  Saunders,  *^  such  is  the 
case  :  the  entail  ends  with  bim." 

After  several  hours  passed  in  conversation 
relative  to  his  suit,  Claude  left  the  lawyers 
still  busy,  and  returned  to  his  hotel  to  meet 
Mr.  Burton,  and  his  old  friend,  .Mr.  Sea- 
bright,  who  was  to  sail  in  the  ^'  Surinam," 
as  first  mate.  It  is  not  necessary  to  relate 
what  passed  during  the  interview,  sufficient  to 
say  that  Mr.  Burton  left,  highly  delighted 
with  his  future  commander,  and  with  a  high 
opinion  of  his  qualities  as  a  seaman,  from  a  long 
conversation  ho  had   had  with  Mr.   Seabright, 
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before  Claude's  arrival.  Our  hero  himself  felt 
more  satisfied  because  ho  clearly  perceived 
that  the  old,  good-natured,  but  somewhat 
rough  sailor  felt  no  manner  of  pique  at  his 
taking  the  command,  for  the  voyage  out  and 
home. 

The  next  day  he  set  out  in  Mr.  Fleetwood's 
handsome,  but  plain  chariot,  with  Fanny  and 
^ladame  D'Arblay  to  visit  Westminster  Abbey, 
neither  having  ever  entered  its  ancieut  walls. 

It  was  not  without  a  feeling  of  strange  and 
solemn  awe,  that  the  young  lovers  entered 
within  the  precincts  of  the  Cathedral.  They 
felt  they  were  in  the  presence  of  the  mighty 
dead  ;  the  very  sound  of  their  footsteps  seemed 
to  startle  the  slambering  echoes  that  before 
appeared  to  be  rauto  as  the  surrounding  tombs. 
It  struck  them  that  the  very  pavement  they 
trod  on,  was  covered  over  with  mitres  and 
crozicrs,  helmets  and  swords,  sceptres  and 
crowns. 

The  shadows  cast   by   the  lofty  pillars,  over 
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aisle  and  choir,  liow  often  had  they  been 
crossed  by  nionarchs  and  statesmen  !  How 
many  christenings,  coronations,  and  funerals  of 
departed  nr.onarchs  had  passed  and  repassed 
over  those  deep  sombre  shadows.  Dnrkness 
and  light,  winter  and  summer  have  brightened 
and  deepened  over  those  shadowy  crypts 
under  wliich  their  ashes  repose. 

Thus  thinking  and  conversing  our  party 
passed  on,  not  remarking  that  they  were  keenly 
observed  by  a  party  of  three  gentlemen  and 
several  ladies  ;  the  latter,  however,  shortly 
after  left  the  place,  whilst  the  gentlemen, 
having  handed  the  ladies  into  a  carriage,  re- 
turned into  the  building.  In  tlie  mean  time 
our  friends  continued  their  ramble,  enjoying  a 
great  and  intellectual  treat. 

They  were  particularly  struck  with  the 
massive,  majestic,  and  solid  Saxon  architecture 
of  the  building  called  the  Pix  office;  before  the 
Bound  of  the  Norman  trumpet  startled  the 
Saxons  from  their  peaceful  dreams,  tliis  vene- 
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rablc  pile  stood  as  it  now  stands,  a  mouumont 
worthy  of  Alfred  the  Great's  descendant.     The 
exquisite    beauty    of    the    Mosaic    pavement 
lying  before  the  altar  in  the  choir,  and   which 
old  Abbot  Ware  brought  from  Eome,  some  time 
in   the   reign   of  the   Third   Henry,   attracted 
their  attention.     Thus  froai  one   splendid  ob- 
ject to  another,  they  rambled  on   till  they  con- 
sidered it   time   to    return.       In    passing    out 
through  the  portal,  Claude  Tregaunon  thought 
he  felt  Fanny's  arm  tremble  on  his,  and  heard  a 
slight  exclamation  pass    her  lips.    He  looked 
round,  for  he  caught  the  sound  of  voices,   and 
then  his  gaze  rested  upon  the  three  gentlemen 
advancing   round  an  angle   of  the  building  ; 
they   talked  and   laughed  loudly,  fixing   their 
eyes  upon  Claude  Tregannon  and  his  party, 
with  a  very  insolent  stare.     Our  hero  at  once 
recognized  in  one  of  them.  Lord  Penchurch,  who 
was  leaning  on  the  arm  of  a  tall,  strong  man, 
elaborately   dress.^d  in  the  fiishion  of  the  day, 
VOL.   II.  H 
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with  immense  wliiskers  of  jet  black,  and  huge 
eyebrows  of  the  same  colour. 

'•  Oh,  }  cs,"  euid  Lord  rcnehurch,  as  if  in 
reply,   in   a   loud   sneering   tune,    *^  slie's   well 

enough,  but  shows  d d  bad  taste  to  take  up 

with  a  fellow  without  a  name,  a  gipsy's  bant- 
ling by  all  accounts." 

Claude  felt  all  the  blood  in  his  veins  rush  to 
his  head,  at  the  same  lime,  Fanny's  arm 
clung  to  him  with  all  the  power  in  her  frame, 
while  she  said,  in  a  voice  that  trembled  with 
emotion — 

'*  Claude,  Claude,  my  own  Claude,  for  God's 
sake  see  me  to  the  cairiage,  I  am,  I  fear, 
fainting  ;  and  oh,  if  you  love  me,  do  not  leave 
me,  do  not  leave  UiC." 

lie  looked  at  her  and  saw  that  besides  Fanny's 
deep  distress  and  alarm,  ^ladame  D'Arblay 
was  greatly  shocked.  Pressing  Fanny's  arm 
to  his  side  he  walked  oii  towards  the  gate 
where   the  chariot    waited  for  them.     A   loud 
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laugh  broke  from  the  lips  of  two  of  Lord  rcu- 
church'B  companions,  as  they  rapidly  ap- 
proached, and  just  as  Madame  D'Arblay  sprang 
in,  and  as3isted  Funny,  Lord  Penchurch  and 
the  tall,  whiskered  man  stepped  up,  liis  Lord- 
ship saying  aloud — 

''  Xot  a  bad  foot  and  ankle  neither,  for  a 
city  miss." 

Claude  turned,  and  with  a  blow  that  would 
almost  have  felled  an  ox,  levelled  the  speaker 
to  the  earth,  where  he  lay  without  sense  or 
motion.  The  next  instant  the  hand  of  the  tall 
man  was  on  Claude's  collar,  saying— 

*'  Now,  by  you  shall  pay  for  this  in- 
sult." 

But  this  ruffian,  for  we  can  call   him  by  no 

other  name,  reckoned  too  much  upon  his   bulk 

and  power,  for  no  sooner   was    his  hand   upon 

our  hero's  collar,  than  he  was  violently   hurled 

back,  staggering,  and   with   difficulty  keeping 

himself     from      falling.       The    footman     and 

coachman,   at  first,    were    so    astounded,    that 
H   3 
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thoy  rrmuiiHMl  as  if  potrilied,  but  our  hero, 
throwing  a  and  that  had  his  name  and  address 
oil  it  to  the  third  person,  who  stood,  a  little 
howihlered,  bending  over  Lnrd  Penehurch, 
who  was  bleeding  profusely  from  his  nostrils 
and  mouth,  stepped  into  the  carriage,  and  told 
the  eoachnuin  to  diive  1  cnic  Fanny  was 
fainting  in  the  ainis  of  Madame  U'Arblay.  A 
loud  clieer  from  al)out  twenty  or  thirty  persons 
who  had  gathered,  like  magie,  round  the  bpot, 
showed  how  John  liull  appreciated  the  conduct 
of  the  I>«rty,  wlu-se  words  and  actions  they  had, 
some  (»f  tliem,  witnessed. 

Now  it  was  a  very  char  case,  that,  early  as 
the  day  was,  not  y(  t  tliree  o'clock.  Lord  Pen- 
church  and  his  two  com j 'an ions  had  been 
luneliing,  and  drinking  very  freely  of  cham- 
j>agne.  His  lordship  was  carried  into  a  pri- 
vate room  of  a  coffee-Iiouse  close  at  har.d,  one 
of  his  companions  calling  for  a  bottle  of 
wine,  and  a  bason  of  water  and  vinegar  ;  with 
the  latter.  Lord   Tenehurch's  face  was  washed, 
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and  then  it  was  that  his  friends  saw  that  he 
was  minus  liis  two  front  teeth,  his  upper  lip 
nearly  separated,  and  the  lower  part  of  his  face 
desperately  swollen. 

*'  You  must  bhoot  that  rascal  dead,  by ,'* 

exclaimed  the  tall  man,  to  his  lordship,  who, 
with  a  terribly  gloomy  brow  was  bathing  his 
face  with  vinegar. 

"  It  is  easy  to  talk,  colonel,"  returned  Lord 
PencUurch  bitterly :  **  curse  him,  I  cannot 
fight  a  man  without  a  name.*' 

"Oh!  confound  him,  we'll  give  him  a 
name,"  cried  the  colonel.  **  If  you  miss  him, 
and  I  am  sure,  dead  shot  as  you  are,  that  will 
not  happen,  leave  him  to  me.  I  will  kill  him 
the  first  shot — eh,  llarrwood,  what  do  you 
say—" 

"  Well,"  rei)lied  the  person  addressed  as 
llartwood,  who  was  looking  very  serious,  ilo 
was  the  third  son  of  Lord  llarlwoud,  and  in 
years  not  more  than  three  and  twenty,   and   as 
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far  as  looks  went,  a  remarkably  gentlemanly 
young  man,  and  strange  to  say,  though  in 
such  vory  bad  company,  neither  a  vicious  or 
illintcntioned  n  an,  as  will  hereafter  appear. 

''  Well,  Colonel  Thornback,  I  think  this  has 
turned  out  a  very  unpleasant  and  rather  a  dis- 
graceful kind  of  business.  I  think,  gentlemen 
you  have,  ])erhaps,  unintentionally  misled  me 
in  this  afair." 

''  What  the  devil  do  you  mean,  Uartwood  !'' 
exclaimed  the  colonel  almost  fiercely. 

**  Come,  colonel,  I  do  not  intend  you  to  try 
your  skill  in  shooting  upon  me ;  at  all  events, 
if  you  want  to  quarrel,  let  us  settle  our  little 
out  standing  accounts  first,  for  as  you  are  so 
dead  a  shot,  I  should  be  booked  at  once,  and 
I  do  not  like  leaving  small  bills  unpaid." 

"  lla,  ha,  ha  !"  laughed  the  colonel,  with  a 
changed  expression  of  countenance,  *'  you  are 
always  witty  Uartwood,  but  joking  apart,    why 
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do  you  seem  vexed  about  this  afi'air,  a  mere 
joke  with  a  city  damsel,  and  an  upstart  rascal, 
who  wants  to  thrust  himself  into  society  under 
a  false  name." 

"  Well,  I  do  not  feel  satisfied,'-  returned  the 
Honourable  Mr.  llartwood,  '^  when  I  beheld 
the  lady  ;  I  repented  going  on  this  lark  as  you 
called  it ;  siie  is  remarkably  beautiful,  and  so 
far  from  being  a  brazen  faced  coquette,  she  ajn 
peared  to  me  to  be  modesty  personified  ;  and 
as  to  this  upstart  without  a  name,  he  is  one 
of  the  handsomest  looking  young  fellows  I  ever 
beheld.  You  mentioned  he  was  an  imposter, 
forcing  himself  on  the  world  as  a  nephew  of 
some  relation  of  Lord  Penchurch's,  and  that 
he  was  assuming  the  name  of  Bond  ;  n(»w 
look  here,  here  is  his  card,  Henry  C^laude 
Tregannon." 

"  Tut,  llartwood,  how  easily  you  are  decei- 
ved by  appearances,  that's  another  dodge  of  this 
fellow.     Kow    do   you   feel   now,    Augustus?" 
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continued  tho  colonel  turniug  lo  Lord  Pen- 
church,   "  tho  swcllinj:^  is  going  down,  ch." 

'*Fcol!"  passionately  exclaiuied  the  young 
noblo  rising  and  swallowing  a  glass  of  wine, 
"  I  feel  I  could  cut  the  villain's  throat,  if  I 
had  an  opportunity  ;  he  has  disfigured  me  for 
life." 

^^Pooh,''  returned  the  colonel,  "not  a  bit 
of  it  ;  Monsieur  Blancmange  will  put  in  two 
new  teeth,  that  no  one  will  know  ;  and  as  to 
the  cut  in  the  lip,  a  couple  of  days  will  take 
that  mark  away." 

**  No,"  fiercely  returned  his  lordship,  "  nor 
a  couple  of  years — look,  colonel,"  and  he  said  in 
a  low  voice,  in  that  worthy's  ear — "  you  must 
manage  it — Til  meet  him.  Mind  I  have  the 
first  shot,  mind  that." 

*'Let  me  alone,"  said  the  colonel  coolly 
finishing  the  bottle  of  wine,  *'I  will  ensure  you 
that,  and  if  ho  escapes,  he  will  have  to  stand  a 
shot  from  mo,  and  no  one  that  ever  did  came 
off  scathless." 
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"^Vell,  Lord  Penchurch,"  said  the  Ilon- 
ourablo  Mr.  Ilartxrood,  "  you  will  excuse  my 
having  anything  more  to  do  in  this  affair.  Sir 
Henry  Claude  Treganuon,  I  mean  the  late 
Baronet  of  that  name,  was  my  father's  college 
chum,  and  during  his  life,  a  firm  friendship 
existed  between  them  ;  now  I  have  heard  my 
father  say,  that  the  death  of  the  Baronet  and 
the  loss  of  his  infant  sou,  was  a  most  strange 
and  mysterious  affair  ;  this  young  man,  whose 
name  is  on  the  card,  presumes  by  his  taking 
the  nama,  that  he  is  the  late  Baronet's  son — so 
at  least  I  judge  by  the  three  names  whetlier 
he  is  or  is  not  it  is  not  for  me  to  say,  but  so 
bare  face  I  an  imposture  as  the  assumption 
of  such  a  name  would  be,  appears  incredible, 
and—" 

'*  You  are  cursedly  eloquent  to-day,  llart- 
wood,"  iuternipted  Lord  Pcnchurch  impati- 
ently, *'  I  do  not  want  to  drag  you  into  my 
quarrels,  so  say  no  more  about  it,  I  think  I  am 
Buffcrer  enough  as  it  is — " 
ii  5 


164  TflK  YOUNG  COMMANDKR. 

**  Yon  must  confess  the  provocation  wai 
very  great,"  roturned  the  young  man  taking 
up  his  hat,  *'  1  am  sorry  yon  arc  so  much 
hurt,  but  recollect  I  strongly  urged  you 
not  to  approach  the  carriage  and  pursue 
your  sport  further,  tor  1  saw  the  young  man's 
eye  kindle  with  a  terrible  fire,  and  I  drew 
back." 

''  It  was  the  safest  way,  certainly,"  returned 
Lord  Penchurch  with  a  sneer,  and  ringing  the 
bell. 

''  Come,  come,  my  lord,"  returned  young 
Ilartwood,  with  a  flush  on  his  cheek  ;  "  you 
have  quite  enough  on  your  hands  without 
needlessly  insulting  me." 

*'  Oh  !"  interrupted  the  Colonel,  taking 
young  Ilartwood  by  the  hand,  '*  do  not  let  a 
rascally  imposter  break  np  our  friendship ; 
his  lordship  means  nothing.  So  shake  hands  ; 
confound  it — a  nearly  broken  jaw  is  bad 
enough,  without  the  loss  of  a  pleasant  friend." 
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The  young  men  shook  hands,  und  a  few 
minutes  after  loft  the  eoffcc-houso  in  a  ^hiss 
coach,  his  lordship  with  his  handkerchief  bound 
across  his  swollen  face. 
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CHAPTER    VIII. 


WnKN  Claude  Tregannon  sprang  into  the 
chariot  and  beheld  Fanny  Fleetwood  insensible 
in  the  arms  of  ^ladame  D'Arblay,  he  bitterly 
bewailed  his  impetuosity,  and  blamed  himself 
for  heeding  the  words  uttered  by  such  a  man 
as  Lord  Pen  church. 

^'Donot  be  alarmed,"  said  Madame,  "she 
will  recover  in  a  few  moments.  You  are 
blaming  and  fretting  yourself  needlessly.  As 
a  man,  you  could  not  have  acted   otherwise — 
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the  coward  to  thus  insult  a  3'ounc'  and  innocent 

girl." 

Claude  knelt,  with  a  hand  of  Fanny's  in 
his,  gazinj;  intently  into  her  pale  features ; 
Madame  held  a  powerful  essence  to  her  nostrils, 
while  the  carriage  rolled  on  as  rapidly  as 
possible  thi-ough  the  crowded  streets.  Fanny 
speedily  recovered,  and  the  first  object  her 
eyes  rested  on  was  her  lover's  anxious  face  ; 
tears  came  into  her  eyes,  and  throwing  her  arm 
round  his  neck,  she  leant  her  head  on  his 
shoulder,  saying,  in  a  low,  fond  voice — 

*^  My  own  Claude,  what  a  trial  you  had  to 
bear." 

"  My  sweet  love,"  returned  Claude,  '*  I  felt 
only  for  you  ;  the  sting  of  that  coward's  words 
would  otherwise  have  penetrated  only  skin 
deep." 

*'  Ah  !"  sighed  Fanny,  "  I  wish  in  my  heart 
we  were  on  the  broad  Atlantic.  I  fear  mo 
this  is  only  the  beginning ;  that  terrible  blow 
wnll  rankle  in  his  lordship's  bad  heart ;  ho  will 
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seek  what  he  will  call  satisfaction.  Oh  !  how 
I  abhor  the  thought  of — "  She  could  not 
finish  the  sentence,  but,  turning  to  her  affec- 
tionate friend,  Madame  D'Arblay,  said — "  Oh  ! 
Ernestine,  is  there  no  way — no  honourable 
way — for  dear  Claude  to  avoid  the  terrible  con- 
sequences of  this  fatal  rencontre  to-day." 

'*  Dear  Fanny,"  observed  the  young  man, 
soothingly,  ''  you  are  conjuring  up  fancies,  and 
picturing  to  yourself  consequences,  that  will 
not,  I  feel  almost  sure,  follow  on  this  affair.  I 
know  his  lordship  of  old ;  he  will  rest  satisfied 
with  the  insult  he  intended  to  perpetrate,  and 
the  punishment  he  received.  What  could  have 
induced  him  to  depart  from  his  usual  caution 
I  cannot  imagine  ;  for  his  custom  is  to  keep  at 
a  distance,  and  launch  his  venom  when  out  of 
the  reach  of  the  object  of  his  hate  or  suspicion. 
1  fancy  ho  must  have  been  excited  either  by 
wine  or  the  instigation  of  that  bully  on  whose 
arm  he  was  leaning." 

Fanny  shook  her  head  with  an  air  of  doubt, 
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and  just  then  the  carriage  stopped  at  her  uncle's 
door. 

"  You  are  looking  so  pale,  ray  love,"  said 
Madame  D'Arblay,  **  that  your  uncle  will  ima- 
gine something  unpleasant  has  occurred,  and  I 
think,  if  possible,  it  would  be  better  not  to  let 
him  hear  of  this  affair." 

"  Oh  !''  replied  the  poor  girl,  with  a  look  at 
the  face  of  her  1  jTcr,  "  before  he  returns  home 
my  paleness  will  have  vanished.  Would  to 
God  that  was  all.  Ah!  Claude,  I  dare  not 
ask  you  to  do  that  which,  though  I  know  in  my 
heart  it  is  contrary  to  the  laws  of  God,  yet  is, 
alas  !  rendered  a  necessity  by  a  false  code  of 
honour.  That  man  will  require  you  to  meet 
him — I  know  it — I  feel  it — and  you  will  go. 
Oh!  Claude,  Claude,  if  anything  happens  to 
you,  it  will  kill  me,"  slie  concluded  as  she  was 
ascending  the  stairs  to  the  drawing-room,  lean- 
ing on  his  arm,  looking  up  beseechingly  into 
his  features.     There  was  a  fierce  struggle  ia 
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Claude's  heart,  as  he  listened  to  her  soft,  loving 
voice. 

Gentle  reader,  wo  are  speaking  of  a  period, 
though  only  sixty  or  seventy  years  ago,  many 
yot  live  who  existed  at  that  time — a  period 
when  the  duel  between  man  and  man  was  of 
daily  occurrence — alas !  often  for  tho  most 
trivial  causes.  To  receive  an  insult,  and  not 
meet  your  insulter,  and  take  his  life  if  you 
could — or  let  him  take  yours — would  be  to  get 
yourself  shunned,  and,  in  fact,  thrust  out  from 
all  society.  To  kill  your  antagonist  before 
breakfast,  and  eat  a  hearty  one  after,  was  quite 
a  commonplace  affair — and  very  little  trouble 
or  inconvenience  followed  such  an  event. 
Thank  God  such  is  far  from  the  case  at  pre- 
sent. If  duelling  is  not  totally  abandoned 
in  tho  United  Kingdom,  it  is  of  very  rare 
occurrence. 

We  have  said  there  was  a  fierce  strugde  in 
the  heart  of  Claude,  as  Fanny's  words  fell  upon 
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his  ear,  though  ho  strove  to  make  it  appear 
as  if  he  should  hear  no  more  of  the  ali'air. 

^*  Listen,  dear  one,"  he  said,  leading  her  to 
a  sofa,  and  seating  himself  beside  her  ;  "  1  will 
promise  you  this — if  I  have  to  meet  that  man 
— nay,  do  not  shudder — where  is  all  the  spirit 
I  know  you  possess  ?'' 

*^  Ah,  Claude,"  she  interrupted,  with  a  sigh, 
"  spirit,  it  all  vanishes  when  your  life  is  in 
danger.  I  have  grown  up  from  early  girlhood, 
looking  up  to  you,  my  preserver  from  a  miser- 
able death,  with  a  feeling  of  love  and  devotion, 
that  has  become  a  part  of  my  being.  I  have 
never  felt  fear  or  timidity  in  telling  you,  or 
shewing  you,  my  love,  every  thought,  every 
wish  of  my  heart ;  and  y(3t,  if  I  thought  my 
love  was  bestowed  upon  one  unworthy  of  it, 
and  whose  thoughts  and  feelin_;s  were  not  as 
pure  and  holy  as  my  ov;n — oh,  Claude,  I 
could  not  cease  to  love — but  I  could  die." 

With  a  passionate  feeling  of   intense    love 
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and  devotion  Claude  pressed  her  to  his  heart, 
kissed  her  pale  eheek,  and  said — 

^*  Fanny,  dearly  beloved  girl,  I  can  become  a 
coward  if  becoming  so  would  relieve  that 
gentle  heart  of  one  moment  of  pain  or  sorrow. 
J  will  refuse  to  meet  that  man  should  I  be  re- 
quired to  do  so." 

*'  No,  no,  no,"  hastily  interrupted  I'anny, 
^*  that  must  not  be — your  honour,  your  fame, 
is  as  dear  to  me  as  to  yourself — 1  have  no 
power  to  advise.  Mere  you  to  do  that  which 
you  now  propose  to  do,  the  thought  of  having 
yielded  to  my  weakness  would  poison  every 
hour  of  your  existence.  I  was  foolish  to  allow 
my  feelings  and  love  to  cause  me  to  utter  the 
words  I  did.  We  live  in  an  artificial  world ; 
and  we  must,  I  suppose,  in  some  cases,  give 
way  to  its  view  of  things ;  the  day  is  not  yet 
come,  when  many  of  its  bad  customs  and 
usages  will  vanish,  leaving  another  genera- 
tion to  wonder  how  they  ever  existed." 
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Much  aud  long  they  conversed  together ; 
and  when  they  separated,  each  felt  more 
easy  in  mind  and  feelings.  The  next  day, 
suspecting  he  should  receive  a  liostile  mes- 
sage from  Lord  Penchurch,  our  hero  called  at 
the  mansion  of  an  old  college  friend,  the  same 
who  had  urged  him  to  volunteer  into  the  navy, 
and  was  not  only  agreeably  surprised  to  find 
that  he  was  in  town,  but  also,  at  that  moment, 
in  the  house. 

It  is  unnecessary  to  relate  the  conversation 
that  passed  between  them  at  full  length,  but, 
at  the  conclusion,  Frederic  Delaware  said — 

"But  now,  Claude,  I  must  put  you  on  your 
guard  ;  be  very  careful  wliat  you  say  or  do  in 
the  presence  of  that  fellow  who  goes  by  the 
name  of  Colonel  Thornback — he  is  a  most  dan- 
gerous rascal.  I  am  not  quite  certain,  but  I 
think  he  is  an  Englishman,  though  his  title  of 
colonel  is  of  American  or  foreign  origin — he  is 
a  notorious  bully,  and  is  everlastingly  exhibit- 
ing his  shooting  qualities  in  our  galk^ies  and 
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elsewhere — he  is  also  a  disgraceful  black  leg  ; 
how  tliiit  reiilly  good-uatured  youn^  fellow 
Hart  wood  came  iuto  such  company  1  kuow  uot 
— but  I  know  ho  is  fond  of  play — and,  I  sup- 
pose, from  his  intimacy  with  I^ord  reuchurch, 
who,  it  is  notoriously  known,  is  frightfully  in 
debt,  he  became  acquainted  with  this  squash 
buckler,  Colonel  Thornback,  whose  means  of 
existence  no  one  knows — and  yet,  strange  to 
say,  he  has  the  command  of  gold  in  tolerable 
abundance,  and  gets  into  a  society  you  would 
scarcely  think  to  find  him  in.  This  fellow  will 
make  Lord  Penchurch  challenge  you,  and  w^ill 
himself  call  on  you,  I  have  no  doubt,  to  know 
who  is  your  friend  for  the  occasion.  He  knows 
me  well  enough  ;  and  I  have  reason  to  think 
that  knowledge  will  almost  make  him  civil ; 
some  other  time  I  will  explain  to  you  why. 
You  are  new  to  town — I  am  now  an  old  stager 
and  the  large  fortune  left  me  by  my  worthy 
uncle  has  converted  the  tliird  son  of  a  not  very 
wealthy  peer  into  somebody,  and,  perhaps,  has 
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prevented  my  being  useful  to  my  country,''  he 
added,  with  a  smile,  *'  for  my  father  will  not 
listen  to  my  going  out  to  have  a  brush  with 
the  French,   but   wants  me   to  stand    lor   the 

Borough  of  W ,  and  astonish  the  world  by 

a  maiden  speech  in  Parliament.  Now  go  back 
to  your  hotel,  and  see  if  that  fellow  has  called, 
and  mind  be  punctual  to  dinner  at  seven  o'clock 
— we  shall  have  it  all  to  ourselves — all  out  of 
town  but  myself — and  I  want  a  long  chat  with 
you." 

On  returning  to  his  hotel,  our  hero  found  a 
card  upon  the  table,  with  Colonel  Thornback's 
name — and,  in  pencil,  underneath,  was  written 
— *'call  again  at  five  o'clock." 

Tossing  the  card  from  him,  he  sat  down  and 
commenced  a  long  lettir  to  his  sister  Mary. 
He  had  scarcely  concluded,  when  one  of  the 
waiters  announced  Colonel  Thornback ;  and 
immediately  that  worthy  gentleman  entered 
the  room,  \\ith  a  perfectly  easy  and  self-satis- 
fied air,  Claude  Tregannon   laid  down  his  pen, 
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and  looked  tlic  Colonel  calmly  in  the  face  ;  but, 
without  rising  from  his  chair,  said,  quite 
quietly,  pointing  to  a  seat — 

''  Your  errand,  sir,  1  can  imagine  ;  these 
matters  are  better  talked  over  witli  a  friend. 
There  is  the  gentleman's  name  with  whom,  I 
trust,  you  may  settle  matters  to  your  mutual 
satisfaction." 

^*  Pray,  sir,"  returned  the  Colonel,  halting 
and  facing  our  hero,  witli  his  dark  visage  in- 
flamed with  passion — *'  pray,  sir,  who  the  devil 
do  you  take  me  for  ?" 

**  Without  referring  to  his  Satanic  Majesty," 
returned  our  hero,  in  his  calm,  commanding 
manner  and  tone,  **  I  shall  be  able  to  answer 
your  question,  when  we  have  settled  the  busi- 
ness tliut  brings  you  here.  The  Honourable 
Frederic  Delawarre  will  answer  all  other  inter- 
rogatories and  settle  particulars — the  less, 
therefore,  we  say  on  the  subji^ct  the  better." 

On  hearing  the  name  of  Delawarre,  Colonel 
Thornback    started,    and    fell  back  a   pace  or 
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two,  repeating  tho  name  with  considerable 
surprise  and  evident  vexation. 

*'  Do  you  mean  Lord  Tor  wood's  youngest 
son,"  ho  asked. 

Claude  Tregannon  merely  replied — 

**  The  same  sir." 

*'  Well,"  continued  the  Colonel,  after  a  mo- 
ment's tliouglit,  and  again  looking  savage, 
''  that  gentleman  is,  at  all  events,  a  gentleman 
by  name  and  station,  and  Lord  Penchurch  will 
be  pleased  to  find  that  he  has  somebody  of 
name  and  station  to  keep  him  in  countenance 
in  this  preposterous  affaii",  when  his  lordship 
condescends  to  meet  a " 

''Take  care,  sir,"  exclaimed  Claude,  with 
the  angry  flush  of  his  race  coming  into  his 
cheek.  *'  Take  care,  sir,  if  you  go  any  further 
I  shall  feel  necessitated  to  show  you  a  shorter 
way  of  descending  the  stairs  than  you  perhaps 
would  like." 

'^  Ijj  Heaven  this  is  past  endurance,"  almost 
roared  the  Colonel,  grasping  fiercely  the  heavy 
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cane  be  carried,    '*  wliat  do  you  take  mo  for, 
that  you  dare  so  grossly  insult  me — eh." 

**  I  take  you,"  returned  Claude,  rising  from 
his  chair,  and  raising  his  powerful  and  com- 
manding stature  to  its  full  height,  *'  I  take  you 
for  rather  a  heavy,  bulky  man  ;  do  not  request 
my  opinion  further,  till  you  have  settled  your 
worthy  friend  Lord  Penchurch's  business. 
You  may  then  learn  ^vhat  my  opinion  of  you 
is." 

Almost  speechless  with  rage,  Colonel  Thorn- 
back  gazed  upon  our  hcio,  scanning  the 
noble  proportions  of  his  athletic  figure,  and 
acknowledging,  in  his  own  mind,  that  if  he 
intended  flinging  him  down  stairs,  he  could, 
and  would  assuredly  do  so.  Mastering  his 
passion,  he  said,  taking  up  his  hat — 

"  You    will    remoniber    this,    you    will    by 

G .     If  3'ou  are  alive  in  forty  eight  hours, 

I'll  shoot  you  as  sure " 

"  Pooh,"    interrupted    Claude,   with   a  con- 
temptuous smile.     *'  Leave  me,  I  shall  doubt- 
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less  have  quite  enough  of  you  before  this  busi- 
ness ends/'  And  turning  round,  he  sat  down 
and  resumed  his  writing. 

Colonel  Thornback  trembled  with  rai^e, 
his  features  worked  convulsively,  but  lio 
uttered  not  a  word  ;  passing  out  throui^li 
the  door,  and  slamming  it  after  him  with 
such  violence,  that  the  room  and  things  in  it 
vibrated  for  several  moments. 

After  leaving  the  hotel,  he  proceeded,  at 
a  quick  pace,  along  Piccadilly,  and  down 
James's  Street  ;  and  entering  ,  well-known 
club  house,  traversed  a  long  corridor,  and 
opening  the  door  of  a  private  room,  he 
entered,  and  shut  himself  in.  There  was  only 
one  gentleman  present,  who  was  seated  at  a 
table,  writing  a  letter — that  gentleman  was 
Lord  Penchurch.  His  lordship  looked  up,  and 
seeing  the  flushed,  angry  features  of  the  Colonel, 
who  threw  himself  into  a  chair,  after  pulling 
the  bell  violently,  said,  in  a  tone  of  some  curi- 
osity : — 

VOL.    II.  I 
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**  What's  the  matter  now,  Colonel,  have  you 
Been  that  fellow  ?" 

A  domestic  entering  the  room,  prevented  the 
Colonel  replying. 

"  Bring  a  bottle  of  sherry,  James,  and 
glasses,'^  said  the  Colonel,  **  and  just  look  into 
the  saloon  and  see   if  Captain  l^rooks  is  there." 

*'  lie  is,  Colonel,"  said  the  man,  **  for  I  just 
took  him  and  Mr.  Baldwin  a  couple  of  bottles 
of  champagne." 

**  Ah,  I  am  glad  of  that,  he  will  not  leave  in 
a  hurry  then,  so  get  us  the  sherry,  and  add  to 
it  a  bottle  of  champagne." 

"  Why,  what  the  deuce  is  the  matter  with 
you,  Thurnback,"  cried  Lord  renvjhurch,  '-your 
throat  seems  as  parched  and  dry  as  a  prompter's 
after  a  five  act  piece." 

^'  For  that  reason,"  returned  the  Colonel, 
"  I  require  wine  to  clear  it  ;  but  I  tell  you 
what,  my  good  lord,"  he  continued,  getting 
excited,  '*  if  you  do  not  shoot  that  proud 
puppy,  he  will  assuredly  kill  you." 
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Lord  Pcnchurch  turned  pale,  and  looking 
into  the  face  of  the  angry  Colonel,  rather 
startled,  observed — 

**  Why,  you  know  that  must  depend  on 
your  getting  me  the  tirst  shot.''  And  then, 
with  a  little  hesitation,  he  added,  *'  I  will  not 
go  out  else,  for  when  a  man  of  my  rank  con- 
sents to " 

"  Pshaw,''  fiercely  interrupted  the  Colonel, 
swallowing  down  a  large  glass  of  sherry,  just 
left  on  the  table  by  the  attendant.  *^  You 
know  well,  he  is  no  upstart,  or  pretender,  and 
you  know,  also,  that  I  have  the  means  of 
proving  he  is  what  ho  asserts  himself  to  be." 

"  Well,  so  you  told  me  this  morning,  but 
how  you  obtained  that  knowledge  in  so  short  a 
period,  you  did  not  think  tit  to  tell  me.  I  was 
writing  to  Captain  Brooks  when  you  came  in. 
That  was  a  cursed  business  last  night.  You 
played  with  miserable  luck.  Brooks  holds  my 
note  for  seven  thousand  pounds,  and  un  my 
I  3 


172  TUE  T-DUNG  COMMANDER. 

soul  I  (lu  not  know  where  to  raise  the  money, 
1  hove  n  oitgugcd  I'vciy  acre  1  had  uucLCum- 
bercd.'^ 

'-  Well  !  you  know  I  am  a  sufferer  as  well 
as  yourst'U,"  replied  the  Colonel,  impatiently. 
*'  Your  unlucky  bungling;  left  nie  in  debt  to 
young  llartwood  three  thou.^and  pounds,  instead 
of  his  owing  nie  that  sum.  You  hurried  me, 
and  in  the  confusion  1  took  the  wrong  dice, 
and  now  the  young  gentleman  pretends  to 
have  grown  scrupulous,  and  refuses  to  play,  but 
T  will  sp(ak  to  Brooks  myself,  and  get  you 
time." 

*^  Let  us  first  get  rid  of  this  cursed  affair 
with  Claude  Tregannon.  I  cannot  be  your 
second,  you  must  get  another. 

**  IIow  is  this  ?"  angrily  exclaimed  Lord 
Peuchurch,  a  little  agitated,  '^  what  has 
changed  your  purpose  ;  1  will  move  no  further 
in  the  affair  if  this  is  the  way  1  am  left.  What 
reason  can  you  have  for  refusing  ?" 
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*^  The  best  of  all  possible  reasons,"  observed 
the  Colonel,  **  I  intend  shooting  him  myself, 
and  thus  save  you  the  trouble." 

'*  How  can  you  do  that?"  demanded  LmhI 
Penehurch,  eagerly. 

**  You  must  got  a  fall  from  your  lior.->e,  to- 
morrow, and  take  to  your  bed  for  a  few  days, 
and  before  your  lordship  is  recovered,  your 
friend  Tregannon  will  be  buried — will  that 
suit  you  ?" 

Lord  Penehurch  thought  for  a  few  moments, 
and  then  asked — 

^' Will  he  meet  you?" 

The  Colonel  uttered  a  fierce  oath,  strikiii;: 
the  table  forcibly  at  the  same  time. 

**  What  put  that  idea  into  your  head,  m} 
Lord  ?" 

"Why,  1  judge  by  the  mode  in  which  lie 
treated  you.  I  doubt  him  —  he*s  as  proud  as 
lucifer — fears  nothing.  No,  he  will  not  meet 
}0u — a  professed  duellist." 


174  THE  YOUGX  COMMANDER. 

**  Then  1  will  cano  Liin  in  the  public 
streets,"  exclaimed  Iho  Colonel,  with  an  oath. 

*^  lie  will  break  every  bono  in  your  body  if 
you  attempt  that,"  retorted  Lord  reuchurch. 
"  I  never  saw  any  one  that  could  match  him 
in  strength  and  extraordinary  activity.  No, 
no,  let  me  meet  him,  and  assure  me  the  first 
shot,  he  will  never  require  another." 

The  Colonel  thought  for  a  moment,  and 
then  observed — 

*^  Perhaps  you  are  right ;  but  do  you  know 
who  is  to  be  his  second  :" 

'^  I  never  bestowed  a  thought  on  that  sub- 
ject," answered  his  lordship ;  **  some  city 
apprentice,  1  suppose." 

**  Now,  you  do  not  suppose  any  such  thing," 
returned  the  Colonel,  nearly  finishing  the  bottle 
of  sherry.  **^^'hat's  the  use  of  such  cursed 
nonsense  with  me ;  no,  his  second  is  Lord 
Torwood's  youngest  son.  You  know  him 
well." 

**Ah!  indeed,"  exclaimed  his  lordship,  with 
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a  start,  *^  1  do  kuow  him  ;  he  was  his  bosom 
friend  at  Oxford  ;  and  so  he  has  induced  him  to 
become  his  second  ;  I  understand  now  your 
objection  to  becoming  my  friend  on  the  occa- 
sion ;  his  getting  possession  of  those  false  dice 
was  certainly  awkward.  It  gives  him  a  kind 
of  controul  over  you,  should  he  wish  to  take 
advantage  of  his  discovery." 

"  Well,  now  that  you  understand  the  thing," 
replied  the  Colonel,  ^^  you  know  what  to  do. 
I  shall  send  Captain  ]3rooks  to  him,  and  de- 
mand satisfaction  for  his  confounded  insolence 
this  day.  Ho  treated  me  worse  than  a  dog  ; 
curse  his  cool  impudence — who  could  have  told 
him  anytliing  about  me." 

**Lord  Torwood's  son,  of  course,"  answered 
Lord  Ponchurch,  *' so  your  sending  Captain 
Brooks  to  him  will  be  quite  useless." 

Colonel  Thornback  remained  buried  in 
thought  several  minutes,  and  then  rousing 
himself,  said — 

**  Well,  since  things  are  come  to  this   pass, 
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1  will  make  a  bold  niovo  in  your  favour  ;  I 
will  go  to-morrow  moriiinj^  aud  cull  myself  ou 
youug  Delaware.  1  will  see  what  use  be 
iutoiuls  to  make  of  bis  unfortunate  discovery — 
it  may  not  bo  as  bad  as  I  suspect;  at  all  events, 
as  your  friend,  he  must,  I  think,  meet  the 
affair  in  a  proper  way,  and  sink  that  of  the 
false  dice.  With  respect  to  getting  you  the 
first  shot,  that  will  be  decided  by  a  toss  up, 
and  you  are  aware  you  cannot  fail  to  win  the 
toss ;  the  shorter  your  distance,  therefore,  the 
better." 

Lord  Peuchurch,  notwithstanding  his  friend's 
settling  the  affair  so  comfortably,  did  not 
exactly  feci  at  ease.  lie  was  a  coward  at 
heart,  and  a  splendid  shot  when  firing  at 
a  mark  ;  there  is  a  wide  difference  between 
ehootiiig  at  a  target  and  facing  a  cool  aud 
resolute  antagonist,  and  as  good  a  marksman 
as  yourself. 

**  I  shall  go  and  speak  with  Brooks  about  the 
seven  thousand  pounds,"  said  the  Colonel,  rising, 
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having  finished  nearly  all  the  wine  himself. 
*'  You  (line  at  the  club,  I  do  not.  I  have 
something  on  hand  this  evening,  su  bhall  nul 
see  you  till  after  I  have  arranged  everything 
with  young  Delaware." 

About  the  hour  of  ten  on  the  same  night,  the 
Colonel,  closely  enveloped  in  a  large  brown 
mantle,  with  a  handkerchief  over  the  lower 
part  of  his  face,  and  a  remarkably  shabby  hat 
on  his  head,  was  threading  his  way  through  a 
then  famous  part  of  St.  Giles's  called  the 
''  R'jokery."  Sixty  years  back  it  was  a  fearful 
place,  a  kind  of  hell  upon  earth ;  but  the 
Colonel  pursued  his  way  till  he  came  to  one  of 
the  tallest  houses  in  the  Rookery.  This  house 
was  tenanted  by  a  terrible  tribe  of  huuiuu 
beings,  men  and  wouien  who  detied  the  law^ 
and  who  lived  by  plunder.  The  Colonel 
entered  without  lu^sitation,  and  proceeded  up 
the  rather  filthy  and  slippery  staircase,  almost 
in  total  darkness.  With  a  smothered  curse  h*; 
came  against  two  or  three  persons  descending 
1  6 
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tlio  stairs,  wlio  cursed  him  lioartily  and  loudly 
inrctiirri;  still  on  he  went,  till  he  reached  a 
door  on  the  fourth  story,  against  which  he 
gave  a  peculiar  knock  ;  the  next  moment  a 
heavy  bolt  was  drawn  back,  and  the  door 
opened  by  a  tall  powerful  man  who  stood  at 
the  entrance  holding  a  candle  stuck  in  the 
neck  of  a  bottle. 

*^  Ah,"   said   the   inmate  of  the  room,   '^  it's 
you — come  in." 

The  Colonel  obeyed  the  order,  the  man 
closed  and  bolted  the  door,  and  placed  the 
light  on  the  table,  on  which  was  a  large  bottle 
of  gin,  a  jug  of  hot  water,  a  broken  basin,  con- 
taining sugar,  and  two  glass  tumblers.  The 
walls  of  the  room  were  lilthy,  and  covered  all 
over  with  strange  hieroglyphics  in  charcoal, 
whilst  the  boards  of  the  tloor  were  quite  indis- 
tinguishable from  dirt ;  yet  there  was  burning 
a  good  sea  coal  lire  in  the  grate,  and  this  alone 
gave  an  appearance  of  cjinfort  to  the  otherwise 
miserable  chamber. 
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The  occupier  of  the  apurtment,  wo  huve  said, 
was  a  tall,  powerful  mau,  much  more  so  than 
the  Colonel,  who,  though  younger  than  his 
companion  by  ten  years,  was  heavy  and  bulky, 
lie  was  habited  in  the  garb  of  a  cittle  drover, 
his  face  carefully  divested  of  beard  and  whisker, 
his  dark  hair  cropped  close,  and  lying  on  the 
table  was  a  sandy-coloured  wig. 

**  Well,  1  expected  you  would  come  to- 
night," he  observed  ;  *^  so  I  made  up  a  good 
fire  for  you,  for  1  know  you  can't  do  without 
luxuries,  William." 

*^  Curse  me,  George,"  answered  the  Colonel, 
with  a  laugh,  as  he  threw  aside  hat  and 
mantle,  and  looked  round  the  room  with  con- 
siderable disgust,  *' your  luxuries  are  luxuries 
with  a  vengeance  ;  the  smell  of  this  entire 
region  is  detestable." 

'*Ah,  you  were  always  too  nice,  William,'' 
said  the  other,  whom  it  is  quite  needless  to 
describe,  as,  no  doubt,  our  readtTs  have  recog 
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uiscd  their  former  ucquaintaiico  lilack  George, 
that  worthy  aud  Colonel  Thornback  being 
brothers. 

A  very  short  sketch  of  their  birth  aud  early 
history  is  somewliut  necessary.  It  shall,  how- 
ever, be  brief. 

Their  lather  was  a  Captain  Thornback,  of 
good  family,  but  reduced  circumstances.  Lie 
originally  entered  the  army  as  a  volunteer — 
was  brave  to  excess — the  only  good  quality, 
unfortunately,  he  possessed.  After  a  couple  of 
years'  service,  having  performed  so.i.e  valiant 
exploit,  and  having  had  the  education  of  a 
gentleman,  he  received  an  ensign's  commission 
— led  a  foilurn  hope,  and  escaped — again 
volunteered  to  lead  another,  and  escaped  again 
with  a  severe  wound,  and  was  made  lieutenant 
— finally  he  ro.^e  to  the  rank  of  captain — but 
his  irregular  conduct,  and  strong  parliality  for 
drink  and  play,  got  him  into  disgrace,  aud 
finally  he  reliied  from  the  service  on  half  pay, 
returned   to  London,  and    married  a  woman  of 


THE    YUUNQ    COMMANDER.  181 

indiflferent  reputation,  who  brought  hiiu,  iu 
tho  course  of  eloveu  years,  two  sons—  the 
eldest  George  'I  horuback,  tho  youngest  Wil- 
liam. What  with  drinking  and  keeping  bad 
company,  Captain  Tliornback  became  reduced 
to  a  very  low  state.  His  wife  died  about  two 
years  alter  the  birth  of  her  youngest  son — 
George,  the  eldest,  received  a  tolerable  educa- 
tion at  a  day-school  as  long  as  his  father's 
funds  sufficed  to  pay  for  it ;  afterwards  ho 
grew  up,  feartully  neglected,  keeping  couipany 
with  the  most  vicious  children  in  the  vicinity 
of  Whitcchapel,  whero  his  father,  on  account 
of  its  cheapness,  rcbided  ;  George  was  ex- 
tremely fond  of  iiis  little  brother  W^iliiaui.  At 
the  age  of  eigiiteen,  George  left  his  home,  re- 
fusing to  take  to  any  trade,  joined  a  set  of  bad 
men,  and  wandered  into  the  provinces. 

We  need  say  no  more  with  respect  to  him, 
as  his  career  IS  buffieiciilly  kno'.sn  to  the  reader. 
Captain  Thoriiback,  all  of  a  sudden  took  it 
into  his  head  to   emi'Tate  to  America — and  to 


182  TIIK     YOINO     COMMANDKR. 

America  he  went — and,  in  New  York,  at  the 
expiration  of  seven  years,  enduring  much  from 
poverty,  he  died.  William  Thornback  was,  at 
this  period,  just  two  and  twenty  ;  his  career 
is  briefly  told,  with  a  tolerably  handsome 
person  and  great  assurance,  he  pushed  his  way 
into  the  society  of  New  York  with  tolerable 
success — he  could  diink  hard — handle  a  pistol 
or  a  knife  as  well  as  any  Kentucky  man  in  the 
province  ;  but  his  ingenuity  with  dice,  cards, 
and  other  things,  brought  him  sometimes  into 
scrapes.  lie  left  New  York,  travelled  through 
the  United  States,  improving  his  hand  in  all 
bad  acts,  associated  with  all  kinds  of  infamous 
characters  ;  till,  at  last,  even  America  became 
too  confined  for  his  abilities  to  shew  themselves 
in ;  and,  finding  the  climate  too  hot  for  him, 
after  pocketing  a  sum  of  two  thousand  pounds 
as  his  share  from  a  gang  of  swindlers,  he  em- 
barked for  France,  with  the  title  of  Colonel 
affixed  to  his  name,  and  went  through  various 
adventures  there ;    and,  finally   he   arrived  iu 
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Loudon  ;  and,  by  degrees,  pushed  his  way  into 
society — not  so  diiticult  a  task  seventy  years 
ago  as  at  present. 

The  swagger  and  military  bully  still  ex- 
isted, and  Colonel  Thornback,  with  his  easy 
impudence,  and  seeming  command  of  money 
— for,  at  first,  he  phyed  in  secret,  in  the 
numerous  low  houses  where  play  was  tolerated, 
till  a  service  he  chanced  to  perform  for  a 
young  nobleman  of  rank,  but  remarkably  in- 
different morals,  got  him  two  or  three  steps  up 
the  ladder,  and  an  introduction  to  some  of  the 
clubs.  Thus  he  cjntinucd  to  live,  preying  on 
the  unwary,  sometimes  taking  on  himself  a 
quarrel  for  a  young  man  of  fortune  not  in- 
clined to  risk  his  life,  though  he  risked  his  re- 
putation hourly — winning  large  sums  by  false 
dice  and  dishonest  practices. 

He  was  first  detected  using  false  dice  by 
the  Honourable  Frederic  Delaware ;  but, 
though  wild  and  giddy,  at  time.-,  and  led,  from 
a  luve   of  frolic,  into   places   he  ought  to  have 
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shuDued,  young  Delaware  was  a  highly  hon- 
ourable young  man,  and  the  very  discovery  he 
had  made  of  Colonel  Thornback's  swindling, 
induceded  him  to  make  a  resolution  never  to 
frequent  such  places  again.  Being  resolute  and 
determined,  he  called  the  Colonel  into  a  pri- 
vate room. 

"^Now,  sir,  listen  to  me,*'  he  said ;  "  I  saw 
you  an  hour  ago  change  your  dice,  ^"^ay,  bir, 
your  blustering  with  me  is  quite  useless — for 
certain  reasons,  1  will  not  expose  you  this  time, 
ur  unmask  you — but,  n.ark  me,  wherever  I 
meet  you,  if  amongst  gentlemen,  take  care  how 
you  use  swindlers'  tools,  or  I  will  unmask  you. 
Do  not  mention  my  name,  or  that  you  met  me 
here — keep  my  secret — 1  will  keep  yours,  till 
I  see  you  repeat  your  trick,  or  detect  you  in 
any  act  of  swindling." 

The  young  man  left  the  false  colonel,  who 
though  he  cursed  liis  young  adviser,  took  the 
lesson  he  had  received  in  silence. 

Ihe  colonel  had  often    wondered   what  had 
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become  of  his  brother,  George,  but  he  could 
gain  no  intelligence  whatever  of  him.  Mean- 
while Black  George,  having  made  his  way  to 
London,  after  his  adventure  in  the  cave  with 
our  hero,  in  the  disguise  of  a  cattle  drover, 
having  hired  himself  to  an  Essex  farmer  to 
drive  a  herd  of  cattle  to  London,  so  dis- 
guised himself,  that  he  made  the  journey  to  the 
metropolis  without  the  slightest  risk  of  being 
recognized,  and  took  up  his  abode  in  a  place 
he  was  well  acquainted  with,  tho  rookery  of 
St.  Giles's  ;  by  a  mere  chance  he  heard  his  bro- 
ther's name  mentioned  by  one  of  his  old  com- 
rades, a  frequenter  of  low  gaming  houses — 

**  Colonel  Thornback,"  repeated  Black 
George  to  himself,  *'  that  must  be  my  brother 
William." 

His  comrade  told  him  where  he  might  see 
him  on  a  certain  night  of  the  week  ;  he  weut, 
and  they  mutually  recognized  each  other. 
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CnAPTER  IX. 


The  two  brothers  were  by  no  means  scrupulous 
in  communicating  to  each  other  the  numerous 
particulars  of  their  varied  and  disgraceful 
career. 

**  And  so,  George,"  observed  the  colonel, 
*'  here  you  are,  after  so  many  years,  no  richer 
than  when  you  began  life ;  however,  that  is  not 
your  fault,  that  unfortunate  allair  of  the  ship- 
wreck, though  it  took  from  you  a  very  useless 
appendage,  I  mean  your  wife,  nevertheless, 
stripped  you  of  all  your  cash.     But  tell  me. 
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could  you  coQtrivo  to  get  a  quart  of  brandy 
any  where  in  this  detestable  neighbourhood, 
the  infernal  close  fumes  of  all  kinds  of  things 
have  quite  discomposed  my  interior,  and  I  never 
could  drink  gin,  it's  a  miserable  tip[)le." 

^'  Oh,  yes,  I  will  send  and  get  you  as  good 
brandy  as  you  drink  in  your  club-room — only 
pay  for  it." 

^'  Oh,  certainly  !"  replied  the  colonel,  put- 
ting a  piece  of  gold  on  the  table,  *'  besides, 
George,  I  will  help  you  till  we  contrive  not  only 
to  pluck  this  worthy  Lord  Penchurch  quite 
clean  but  concoct  some  scheme  also  to  have  our 
revenge  upon  Claude  Tregannon.  Curse 
him,"  he  added  vehemently,  ''  1  hate  liim 
mortally,  and  yet  somehow,  I  think  we  may 
make  some  thousands  by  your  secret." 

^' Don't  see  how,"  said  George  getting  up 
and  taking  an  old  rusty  poker,  he  struck  the  low 
ceiling  live  times,  ^'  we  don't  use  bells  here," 
he  said  with  a  laugh.  ''  The  rookery  has  its 
young    rooks,    who     understand    more  things 
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than  one — ba  !"  as  a  knock  sounded  at  the 
door,  *'  there's  my  messenger,  and  opening  the 
door  he  admitted  a  most  extraordinary  looking 
imp — a  boy  of  some  eleven  or  twelve  years  of 
age. 

lie  was  covered  certainly,  but  with  rags  of 
every  possible  colour,  his  eyes  were  set  crooked 
in  his  head,  and  one  shoulder  was  full  eight 
inches  higher  than  the  other,  he  limped  awfully 
in  coming  into  the  room,  aud  the  stiff  red  hair 
on  his  head  stood  up  like  tlie  quills  of  a  porcu- 
pine; he  had  a  leor  on  his  face  that  appeared  to 
make  his  mouth  stretch  from  ear  to  ear,  these 
latter  appendages  were  of  singular  length,  in- 
deed his  parents  and  the  inhabitants  of  the  rook- 
ery had  been  in  the  habit  of  lifting  him  up  by 
them  from  his  earliest  years,  and  the  urchin 
like  a  true  bred  spaniel  never  yelled. 

'*Well,  this  is  the  devil's  specimen  of  a  mes- 
senger you  have  got,"  observed  the  colonel 
eyeing  the  imp  as  he  passed  round  the  table. 

''  Oh  !    he's    better   tlian   he    looks,"    said 
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Black  George  langliing,  ^' he's  only  shewing 
off  before  you.  Here,  Fly,"  giving  tlie  boy  a 
bottle  and  the  money,  "  get  some  slush  /.  e. 
brandy,  mind  that  the  man  gives  the  right 
sort." 

*'  Oh,  won't  I,"  replied  the  imp,  limping  to- 
wards the  door,  and  then  turning  back, 
Avith  a  loud  laugh,  handed  the  startled  colonel 
the  green  silk  purse  he  had  the  moment  before 
put  in  his  pocket,  '^  ilropt  it  'spose,"  he  said 
grinning  and  then  dropping  his  shortened  leg 
ran  off  with  the  agility  of  a  lamp-lighter. 

"  Curse  the  young  devil,"  cried  the  colonel, 
"  he  prigged  my  purse,  he's  a  nice  specimen 
of  your  rooks." 

"  Oh,  yes  !"  returned  George,  "  he's  a  credit 
to  the  family  of  rooks,  they  all  live  by  tlie  dex- 
terity of  their  fingers,  not  their  bills ;  that 
imp  is  neither  lame,  or  swivel-eyed,  or  hump- 
backed ;  he  saw  you  were  a  stranger,  and  was 
only  shewing  you  his  fancy  shape  ;  he's  rather  a 
Bmart  looking  lad,  hut  fur  his  ears — " 
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In  less  than  ten  minutes  the  lad  'was 
back,  walking  nimbly  into  the  room,  his  eyes 
quite  straiglit  and  his  shoulders  in  their  right 
place. 

**  Wants  nothing  else,  eh,"  said  the  boy 
eyeing  the  colonel  curiously. 

**  No,  there's  a  shilling  for  you,"  said  Colonel 
Thornback. 

This  liberality  seemed  to  please  the  urchin, 
for  as  the  colonel  presented  the  money,  he 
turned  right  over  on  his  head,  and  took  the 
shilling  with  his  extremities,  and  in  that  posi- 
tion left  the  room  rapidly. 

Black  George  with  a  laugh  closed  the 
door,  and  the  colonel  having  tasted  the  brandy 
and  declared  it  excellent,  mixed  his  glass. 

**Now  in  the  first  place,  George,"  said  the 
colonel  making  himself  as  comfortable  as  he 
could  in  the  crazy  chair  he  sat  on,  *^  what  do 
you  intend  to  do,  now  you  are  in  London,  for 
I  suppose,  you  came  up  alter  this  Claude 
Tregannon." 
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"  Yes,"  returned  the  other  with  his  old  and 
terrible  look  which  rather  startled  his  brotlier, 
**  yes,  after  that  affair  in  the  cave,  I  swore  I 
would  be  revenged  on  him — " 

**  Yes,  yes,"  interrupted  the  colonel,  "  re- 
venge is  a  very  sweet  feeling — very — but  do 
not  you  think  a  few  thousands  might  bo  had 
first,  and  revenge  after." 

**  No  objt'ctioQ  to  that  either,"  replied  JUack 
George,  ^*  so  that  I  make  liim  feel  me  after  I 
am  satisfied.  Curse  him,  I  cannot  think  how 
1  ever  spared  him  when  a  boy." 

"  Why  no  good  could  come  of  knocking  him 
on  the  head  then,"  said  the  Colonel.  *'  If  this 
old  comrade  of  yours,  James  Tregannon,  wanted 
to  get  rid  of  him,  there  would  be  no  wonder ;  he 
was  very  soft  to  let  him  live,  when  he  had  his 
hand  so  nicely  on  his  throat  as  a  child ;  he 
need  not  have  had  a  confidant  then." 

"  You  are  mistaken  there,  William  ;  I  knew 
ho  was  to  steal  the  child,  and  if  ho  had  killed 
him,   of    course    ho    would  have  been  equally 


192  THE  YOUNG  COMMANDKR. 

in  my  power  ;  but  I  cannot  say  how  it  was — 
he  Becmed  to  have  a  horror  of  taking  the  child's 
life,  and  I  would  not  listen  to  it  myself  then. 
But  I — I'm  a  d — d  deal  harder  hearted  than  I 
was,  I'm  nearly  fifty,  and  I  can't  go  the  old 
dodges  over  again.  If  I  could  get  a  round 
sum,  I  would  go  to  America." 

"  Ah,  America  won't  do  for  me,"  replied  the 
Colonel,  ''  it's  a  queer  place  that  America. 
You  see  I've  grown  rather  aristocratic  in  my 
person  and  habits  ;  besides  I  am  afraid  the 
climate  would  not  agree  with  me.  We  are 
thinking  (Brooks  and  I)  of  going  shortly  on 
the  Continent ;  Italy's  a  fine  country,  and 
swarming  with  gcntleir.en,  who  find  this 
kingdom  rather  limited  in  extent  to  live  in  ; 
but  we  want  to  complete  our  schemes  first. 
Now  it  appears  to  me,  as  a  merchant  would 
say,  there  is  a  fine  opening  for  business  and 
speculation  ;  this  Claude  Treganuon  is  a  mine, 
if  properly  worked." 

**  I  cannot  see  it,"  said  Black  George.   ''You 
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do  not  know  hirn.  Do  you  think  he  would 
pay  me  for  betraying  James  Tregannon,  even 
supposing  that  there  was  no  danger  of  being 
hung,  as  soon  as  my  evidence  was  taken.  Not 
he  ;  be  would  scorn  to  owe  his  restoration  to 
his  title  and  estates  by  bribery  ;  he  would 
compel  me,  if  he  could,  and  hang  me  after- 
wards ;  but  he  would  never  bribe  me.  lie  is 
going  to  try  if  the  law  will  reinstate  him, 
satisfied  with  whatever  proofs  he  has  contrived 
to  get.  I  do  not  know  what  kind  they  are  ; 
but  1  think  he  has  no  chance  without  my  con- 
fession or  that  of  James  Tregannon,  and  if  I 
am  taken,  I  will  swear  he  is  my  own  son,  an 
assertion  it  will  be  very  difficult  to  deny. 
Now,  owing  to  the  villany  of  that  rascally 
Stonehenge,  the  attorney,  James  Tregannon 
is  deprived  of  the  estate  for  several  years, 
where  he  is  now,  or  how  he  lives,  I  know  not ; 
he  is  allowed  a  certain  sum  out  of  the  estate — 
so  turn  it  wliich  way  you  will,  1  do  not  seo 
any  way  of  making  money  out  of  it." 

VOL.    II.  K 
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*'  Well,  upi^i  my  Boul,  George,  I  am  rather 
puzzled  ;  but  aio  you  sure  there  was  nothing 
left  iu  the  cave  that  uiii^ht  lead  to  a  discovery 
of  who   he   is,    or   your   having  a  hand  in  his 
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^'  Wiiy,  of  course,  William,  he  knows  well 
enough  that  1  had  the  keeping  of  him.  As  to 
what's  in  the  cave,  I  can't  say  ;  I  saw  a  bundle 
of  child's  clothes,  and  intended  destroying 
them.  I  suppose  they  were  my  poor  boy's, 
and  left  there  ly  James  Tregannon  ;  I  also 
lost  an  old  almanack,  in  which  I  used  to  make 
some  odd  reniarks  ;  but  no  name  in  it.  I  fancied 
my  little  boy  had  got  hold  of  that,  and  torn  it 
up ;  but  as  to  anything  else,  I  took  care  of 
that.  Cursed  strange  he  should  come  into  the 
country  and  visit  that  cave  ;  1  can't  imagine 
how  he  received  intelligence  of  it's  where- 
abouts. I  know  1  had  a  narrow  escape,  and 
only  that  I  lay  hid  in  the  mine  ibr  a  fortnight, 
1  should  have  been  nabbed." 

^*  Yes—  you  had  a  narrow  escape  of  swinging 
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from  a  yard-arra,  George.  I  see  now  I  must 
let  Lord  Penchurch  shoot  him.  I  was  willing 
to  pocket  his  cursed  insolence  when  you  made 
me  acquainted  with  the  facts  of  his  story,  as  I 
thought  a  few  thousands  might  be  made  out  of 
him.  But  now  tell  the  truth,  George,  what 
are  you  going  to  do  hero — you  are  surely  not 
going  gipsying  again — eh  ?" 

'*  No  ;  I  have  a  better  scheme  in  my  head 
than  that.  I  told  you  that  Claude  Tregannon 
was  betrothed  to  a  young  girl  he  saved  from 
some  sinking  ship.  This  girl  will  be  enorm- 
ously rich,  and  could  even  now  command  almost 
any  sum  fro:n  her  wealthy  old  uncle." 

*'Why  zounds,"  interrupted  the  Colonel, 
'*  that's  the  girl  the  quarrel  began  about  with 
Lord  Penchurch — a  Miss  Fleetwood — a  city 
heiress.  Why  my  friend  Penchurch  would 
give  five  thousand  pounds  to  get  this  girl  into 
his  power;  he  would  marry  lu;r  whether  she 
liked  it  or  not.  It  would  bo  a  fir.-^t-rato 
speculation." 
K  3 


r  f»  THE  YOUNG  COMMANDER. 

**  Quite  out  of  the  question,"  said  George. 
^'  How  tho  Jcvil  can  you  get  hor  out  of  the 
city  ;  while  she  was  residing  in  a  cottage  near 
Charmoulh,  it  niiulit  have  been  done  easy 
enough,  now  it's  not  to  be  thought  of," 

^'  AVell,  1  do  not  see  that,"  remarked  the 
Colonel ;   *'  but  wliat's  your  project?" 

*'Well,  listen  to  nif,"  answered  Black 
George.  "  Your  atfair  ol  the  duel  put  it  into 
my  iiead.  You  uiust  get  this  Lord  Penchurch 
to  go  out  and  make  some  pretence  or  other  that 
the  duel  shall  take  place  on  Black  Ileath,  at  a 
bpot  1  Avill  particulaiize  to  you ;  for  I  have 
helped  to  take  many  a  purse  within  half  a  milo 
ot  it." 

"  Well,"  impatiently  put  in  the  Colonel, 
finding  his  brother  pause. 

**  Let  the  hour  be  five  or  six  o'clock  in  the 
morning,  and  it  will  be  just  gray  dawn.  There 
is  a  deep  quarry  within  ten  yards  of  the  spot 
1  will  show  you  on  the  Heath.  1  will  have 
eiuht   men  concealed   there  that   will   faoe  the 
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devil  for  fivo  pounds  a  man,  and  a  promise  of 
five  pounds  more  in  perspective," 

*^  Why  zounds,"  interrupted  the  Colonel,  in 
a  tone  of  the  greatest  surprise,  "  you  do  not 
dream  of  seizing  such  a  man  as  this  Claude 
Tregaunon  in  open  day,  with  loaded  pistols  in 
his  possession  ?  He'd  shoot  the  tirst  man  that 
would  attempt  to  seize  him." 

*^  My  dear  brother,"  returned  Black  George, 
with  a  smile  ;  "  you  are  very  green  for  a  full- 
grown  Colonel.  You  ought  to  know  that  tlie 
pistols  will  not  be  loaded  till  all  concerned  arti 
present — before  that  we  shall  have  seized  our 
man — you  can  manage  to  allay  his  lordship's 
uneasiness — thus  the  only  one  likely  to  resist 
is  Tregannon's  second — who  is  he  ?  and  what 
kind  of  man  is  he  ?" 

"  lie  is,"  returned  the  Colonel,  ^*  a  very 
ugly  customer — very  like  his  friend  Tregaunon 
— pluck  enougli  to  face  a  dozen  of  you  in  de- 
fence of  his  friend." 

*  Ah,    then   we    shall    provide    for    him;    a 
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knock  on  tlie  head  with  a  loaded  bludgeon 
will  keep  liini  quiet  for  a  time." 

"  But,  zounds,  what  arc  you  going  to  do 
with  Claude  Tiegannon,  when  you  get  him  ?" 
enquired  the  Colonel ;  **  recollect,  he's  no  baby 
that  you  can  wrap  up  in  a  handkerchief.  There 
will  be  a  hue  and  cry  after  you ;  we  cannot  be 
witness  to  this  affair  without  making  some  re- 
sistance, and  afterwards  stating  the  particulars 
before  a  magistrate." 

*' Pooh  !"  exclaimed  Black  George;  ^^you 
are  making  difficulties.  I  tell  you  I  can  make 
ten  thousand  pounds  out  of  this  affair ;  if  you 
manage  your  part  well,  you  shall  have  two 
thousand  pounds  as  your  share,  and  nothing  to 
do." 

The  Colonel  mixed  a  very  strong  glass  of 
hot  brandy,  and  stirred  it  for  full  five  minutes 
before  he  raised  his  eyes  from  the  tumbler.  At 
length,  he  looked  up,  saying — 

**  I  suppose  you  expect  me  to  find  the  first 
eight  five-pound  notes." 
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*^  My  exchequer  is  empty,"  observed  lUack 
Georf^e. 

**  Well  then,"  returned  the  Colonel,  ''  let 
me  fully  and  clearly  into  your  plan — shew  how 
the  ten  thousand  is  to  be  got — and  tlien  I  will 
say  whether  1  will  run  the  risk  or  not — for 
there  is  a  great  risk." 

**  None  whatever  to  you,"  replied  Blaek 
George  ;   **  but  now  p  «y  attention  to  my  plan." 

For  nearly  half-an-hour  George  Thornback 
continued  to  explain  his  project  to  his  brother; 
and  when  he  had  ended,  the  Colonel  held  out 
his  hand,  saying  — 

"  I'm  satisfied  ;  you  shall  have  the  money 
to-morrow ;  and  the  day  after  I  will  have  my 
friend  renchurcli  out.  It's  now  late,  and  con- 
foundedly dark — just  summon  that  imp  from 
above  to  guide  me  out  of  this  cursed  place, 
put  mc  into  Oxford  Street,  or  any  street  lead- 
ing into  it,  and  1  shall  do  very  well ;  to- 
morrow night  I  will  be  hero  at  the  same  hour, 
by  that  time  you  will   have  completed  all  your 
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arrangements,  and  I  mine,  so  take  care  of 
yours(*lf." 

The  urchin  was  summoned,  and  the  Colonel 
given  in  charge  to  him — a  very  necessary 
precaution  in  such  a  district — for  as  they 
passed  through  the  streets,  many  a  password 
and  sign  was  made  by  the  boy  to  persons  the 
Coloned  could  scarcely  distinguish  in  the  gloom 
of  the  night. 

At  the  period  of  our  story,  there  existed  on 
Blackheath,  just  before  you  come  to  the  ascent 
to  Shooter's  Hill,  a  very  deep  quarry,  on  its 
edge  grew  a  stunted  beach  tree  ;  the  quarry 
was  an  abandoned  one,  very  deep,  and  had 
several  feet  of  water  at  the  bottom. 

No  trace  of  this  quarry  now  exists,  nor  of  a 
public  house  that  stood  within  less  than  a 
quarter  of  a  mile  of  it,  some  distance  from  the 
public  road.  Now  this  inn  or  ale  house  bore 
a  very  bad  name.  It  was  a  square  stone 
building,  two  stories  high,  with  an  attempt  at 
a  garden  at  the  back,  but  possessing  neither 
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outbuildings  or  offices  of  any  kind.  Thero 
was  a  look  of  singular  nakedness  about  tlu^ 
house  and  the  place,  standing  in  a  hollow,  and 
not  very  visible  till  you  cauie  suddenly 
upon  it,  following  a  kind  of  footway  from  the 
quarry.  It  had  for  a  sign  a  very  primitive 
painting  of  a  pickax,  and  pass  when  you  wouKl 
you  never  saw  a  human  being  in  or  about 
the  place. 

Shooter's  Hill  was  notorious  at  that  period 
for  daring  highway  robberies,  and  the  vicinity 
of  Blackhcath  also  enjoyed  its  share  of 
notoriety. 

We  must  now  request  our  readers  to  enter 
with  us  the  said  ale  house  on  the  night  after 
the  interview  of  the  two  brothers  i\\  the 
Kookery — the  hour  was  eleven.  Sitting  in  a 
back  room,  with  bare,  dirty-plastered  walls,  a 
sanded  flour,  but  rendered  habitable  by  a 
bright  sea-coal  fire,  was  Black  George,  attired 
as  an  Essex  drover,  his  black  grizzled  hair 
covered  by  a  wig  of  sandy  hue,   deprived  of 
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whiskers  and  beard,  and  disguised  by  the  wig, 
he  would  easily  have  escaped  detection,  even 
by  one  very  well  acquainted  with  his  person. 
His  legs  were  cased  in  thick  untanned  leather 
leggings,  reaching  to  tlie  knees,  corderoy 
breeches,  and  a  sheep's-skin  waistcoat,  his  coat 
was  a  long  garment,  of  grey  frieze  cloth  ;  he 
was  sitting  on  a  bench,  his  huge  limbs 
stretched  out  towards  the  fire,  and  his  elbow 
resting  on  a  strong  deal  table,  on  which  was 
laid  a  formidable-looking  stick  ;  he  was  quite 
alone,  and  seemed  buried  in  deep  thought, 
leaning  his  head  on  his  hand,  and  his  eyes 
fixed  on  the  fire. 

As  he  thus  sat,  a  slirill  whistle  sounded 
without  the  one  casement  the  room  contained. 

*^  Ila,  he's  quick,"  muttered  Black  George, 
rijiing. 

And  going  to  the  window,  opened  it,  and 
at  once  the  urchin  of  the  Eookery  *'  Fiy-by- 
Kight,"  sprang  into  the  room.  He  was  covered 
with  the  same  rags,  and  his  stiff  red  hair  was 


THE  ToUNG  COMMANDKR.  ?'^»  ' 

without  a  coveriDg  of  any  sort,  though  a  thick 
drizzling  niu  was  falling. 

'*  Well,  Fly,  (lid  you  get  it  ?"  asked  Black 
George,  closing  the  window. 

*^  Oh,  yes ;  let  I  alone,''  said  the  urcliiu, 
approaching  the  fire ;  and,  plunging  his  hand 
amidst  his  rags,  he  drew  forth  a  sealed  paper. 
"  There,"  said  he,  "  I  seed  him  myself." 

While  the  boy  was  drying  himself  at  the 
fire,  Black  George  opened  the  note — its  con- 
tents were  as  follows  :  — 

^^  I   have,   at    last,    brought  his 
lordship  to  the  scratch — had  a  world  of  trouble 

with  C T 's  friend — but  to-morrow  at 

six  o'clock  they  will  meet  at  the  place  you  ap- 
pointed ;  be  careful  and  prepared  ;  his  lord- 
ship knows  nothing  whatever  about  our  project 
— though  up  to  a  dodge  or  two — he  would  not 
stand  that,  your  change  of  plan  is  admirable." 

"Humph,"   muttered  Black  Geoige,  "  he  is 
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right.     Now,  Fly,  here's  something  for  you  to 
eat  and  drink — and  be  off  home." 

And  takinc;  out  of  a  cupboard  a  loaf  of  bread, 
and  several  slices  of  ham,  he  gave  them  to  the 
boy,  with  a  mi^g  of  porter — these  things 
seemed  to  please  greatly,  for  Fly  devoured 
thcin  greedily,  grinning  the  whole  time,  and 
making  the  most  extraordinary  contortions  of 
features.  Haying  finished  his  meal.  Black 
George  opened  the  window,  and,  without  a 
word,  but  a  knowing  nod  of  the  head,  the 
urchin  leaped  out,  amidst  a  relentless  shower 
of  rain,  and  disappeared  in  the  glooMi. 

George  Thornbaok  returned  to  the  fire,  and 
tossed  the  letter  he  had  received  into  the  flame, 
as  he  did  so,  the  door  of  the  room  opened,  and 
a  man  entered.  This  individual  was  the  land- 
lord of  the  *  Pickaxe,'  ho  was  not  more  than 
forty,  with  a  broad  face,  strongly  marked 
with  the  small  pox — middle  height — but  singu- 
larly massively  built. 

**  Well,"  said  the  landlord,  taking  a  chair 
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and  sitting  down,  *'  alFs  ready,  Goorgo,  but 
mind,  no  blood  shedding  in  this  afif  lir,  I  set 
my  face  against  anything  of  the  kind — or — " 

''  I  told  you  before,"  interrupted  George, 
sharply,  'Hhat  there  was  nothing  of  the  sort 
intended.  There  will  be  no  suspicion  attached 
to  this  house  or  to  you — the  thing  is  too 
well  arranged.  When  I  get  the  blunt,  yoa 
shall  finger  your  five  hundred  pounds.  No  one 
will  come  except  myself,  after  we  get  him  here 
— all  you  will  have  to  do  is  to  supply  him  with 
food,  which  you  can  lower  down  in  a  basket. 
It  wont  do,  strong  as  you  are,  to  let  him  get  a 
grip  of  you — he's  a  queer  customer  for  any 
man  living,  I  can  tell  you." 

"  Gh,  Tin  not  afraid  of  him  or  any  one  else," 
returiud  the  host  of  the  'Pickaxe,'  '*  still  I 
will  do  as  you  say,  I  put  a  mattrass  and  some 
blankets  into  the  place  to  keep  him  wann,  for 
it's  but  a  rum  place.  Now  I  hop3  as  how  ten 
or  twelve  days  will  britig  the  thing  to  a  clase, 
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for  I  can't  hold  the  house  longer — I'm 
watched." 

*'  Oh,  five  or  six,"  said  George  Thornback, 
**  will,  I  hope,  bring  the  thing  to  a  finish.  Now 
get  us  something  to  drink." 

The  landlord  left  the  room,  returning  shortly 
after,  with  spirits  and  hot  water,  when  the 
two  companions  sat  down  to  pass  the  time,  till 
the  hour  of  action  arrived,  in  drinking. 
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CHAPTER  X. 


A  LITTLE  before  six  o'clock  on  a  damp  foggy 
morning,  in  the  latter  end  of  Soptember,  a 
chaise  and  pair,  with  two  gentlemen  inside, 
came  slowly  up  the  steep  hill  of  Blackheath. 
The  rain  of  the  previous  night  had  ceased,  but 
a  thick  hazy  atmosphere  had  succeeded.  On 
reaching  the  summit  of  the  hill,  the  ch.iise 
turned  off  the  road  across  the  heath,  till  a  kind 
of  foot-path  was  reached,  with  a  stout  post 
erected  on  its  edge  ;  within  three  yards  of  this 
post   was  a   thick   thorn   hedge,    and   here  the 
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chaise  stopped,  and  tlie  two  gentlemen  alighted. 
They  were  niuftlod  in  their  mantles,  and  one  of 
them  earried  a  duelling  case,  containing 
pistols.       Tt'Uing    the    postillion    to   go   back 

with  the  chaise,  to  the Inn,   that  stood 

just  on  the  summit  of  the  hill,  and  wait  there 
for  them,  and  take  what  refreshment  he  and 
his  horses  required.     They  walked  on. 

"  We  are  first,  I  see,  on  the  ground,  Claude," 
said  the  shortest  of  the  two  gentlemen,  "  and 
I  fancy  Fomohow,  indeed  I  always  thought  so, 
that  we  shall  have  it  all  to  ourselves.  I  never 
will  believe  that  Penchurch  will  meet  you 
fairly." 

**  lie  will  be  quite  safe  from  nic  if  he  does," 
returned  Claude.  '*  He  is  sufficiently  punished 
by  the  loss  of  his  teeth,  and  a  Uiarked  lip  for 
the  rest  of  his  life.'' 

*' By  Jove,  Claude,  that's  a  curious  idea  of 
yours,  coming  out  here  such  a  morning  as 
this,  to  stand  to  be  shot  at  like  a  young  rook. 
Faith,  you  might   get   hit,    coward    as   he    is. 
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Ha,  there  is  the  oli  stunted  beach  tree ;  many 
a  meeting  that  has  witnes-^ed,  if  it  could  only 
tell  tales." 

Just  as  Mr.  Delaware  spoke,  they  were 
passing  a  low  broken  wall,  formed  of  quarry 
stones,  piled  promiscuously,  and  six  or  eight 
men,  with  their  faces  blackened,  sprung  over, 
and  with  loaded  bludgeons  struck  at  the  two 
young  men.  A  blow  on  the  back  of  the  head 
crushed  through  Mr.  Delaware's  hat,  and 
stretched  him  senseless  on  the  sod.  The  blow 
aimed  at  his  companion,  missed  the  head,  but 
came  with  great  force  upon  his  left  shoulder, 
causing  him  to  stagger  back  a  pace  or  two. 
The  next  instant  he  drew  one  of  the  small 
pocket  pistols  he  always  carried,  and  before  a 
second  blow  could  be  struck,  by  a  tall,  power- 
ful man,  in  a  long  freizo  coat,  Claude  levelled 
and  fired  direct  in  his  face.  The  aim  was 
sure  and  fatal,  Black  George's  doom,  for  it  was 
that  individual,  was  sealed  ;  with  a  groan  of 
intense  agony  he  fell  forward  on  his  face,  roll- 
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ing  over  in  torture.  The  effect  of  his  fall 
upon  the  other  men,  was  instantaneous.  They 
stood  for  a  moment  electriiied,  during  which 
pause  Tregannon  drew  his  other  pistol  from 
his  vest,  and  with  a  resolute  determination  of 
seizing  one  of  the  ruffians,  advanced  towards 
them,  but  without  the  slightest  hesitation,  they 
all  turned  and  fled  precipitately  across  the 
heath.  The  fact  was,  they  saw  that  Black 
George  was  mortally  wounded,  and  without 
him  the  entorprize  was  utterly  hopeless. 

Our  hero,  without  heeding  the  ruffian  he 
had  prostrated,  turned  to  the  side  of  his  friend, 
who  was  beginning  to  recover,  and  had  just 
raised  himself  on  his  elbow,  looking  deadly 
pale,  and  the  collar  of  his  coat  saturated  with 
the  blood  that  flowed  froui  a  cut  in  the  back 
of  the  head.  Our  hero  threw  himself  beside 
him,  and,  with  great  emotion,  said — 

*'My  dear  Frederick,  this  is  a  miserable 
business  that  I  have  brought  upon  you,  let 
me  carry  or  help  you  to  the  chaise." 
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*'  Tut,  a  knock  on  the  head  is  nothing  now 
to  me,  Chiudo,  as  you  ouij^ht  to  remember. 
Thank  God  I  see  you  safe.  I  am  a  little  be- 
wildered, but  if  I  had  a  mug  of  water  I  shoild 
feel  well  enough." 

"  I  will  get  you  water  in  a  minute,"  said 
Claude,  starting  up,  and  heedless  of  the  deep 
groans  that  came  from  the  dying  man  near 
them,  he  hurried  down  into  the  quarry  and 
brought  up  a  hat  full  of  water. 

Delaware,  with  a  smile,  drank  sumo,  and 
then  Claudo  bathed  his  face  and  head,  and  the 
faintness  was  beginning  to  pass  off  rapidly, 
when  they  observed  tiiree  persons  approaching 
the  spot.  The  next  moment  they  recognized 
Lord  Penchurch,  Colonel  Thornback,  and  a 
surgeon.  Colonel  Thornback  became  lividly 
pale,  when  his  eyes  rested  upon  Claude 
Tregannon  ;  he  had  not  the  power  to  utter  a 
word,  but  stood  aghast,  and  uncertain  how  to 
act.  Lord  Penchurch  himseli  seemed  agitated. 
Frederick  Delaware,  by    this  tiaio,  was  able  to 
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stand  up,  and  leaning  on  Cluudc  Tregannon, 
he  walked  up  to  the  astounded  Colonel  Thorn- 
back,  saying — 

*'You  are  somewhat  late,  sir,  hut  hetter 
late  than  n(  vcr  ;  our  time  has  been  passed,  as 
you  may  *  porcei\o,  in  a  contest  with  some 
rascals,  who  I  suppose  thought  to  rob  us.  My 
friend  has  shot  one  of  them,  I  have  got  an 
ugly  knock  on  the  back  of  the  head,  but  that 
need  not  prevent  our  proceeding  in  our  original 
intention." 

*^  Good  God,"  cried  the  young  surgeon  ad- 
vancing, ^'  you  arc  bleeding,  sir,  allow  me," 
and  with  much  kindness  of  manner,  he  drew 
some  bandages  from  his  pockets,  and  prepared 
to  dress  the  wound.  Just  then  for  the  first 
time  a  lowl  groaii  of  agony  reached  the  ear.-^ 
of  the  party. 

^*  There  is  someone  either  dying  or  severely 
hurt  here,"  observed  the  surgeon. 

"  One  of  the  ruffians  whom  I  shot,"  replied 
Claude,   *'  I  fear  he  is  dying." 
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He  had  no  idea  as  be  said  this,  that  bo  bad 
killed  the  man  he  most  abhorred  iu  the  world, 
the  villain  who  had  so  cruelly  treated  him  in 
biti  early  years. 

The  whole  party  advanced  towards  the  man, 
but  the  moment  Colonel  Thoruback  caught  a 
sight  of  the  prostrate  form  of  his  brother,  bis 
whole  body  shook  and  quivered  as  if  in  a  tertian 
ague,  large  drops  of  porsj)iratioii  fell  from  bis 
forehead ;  for  this  man,  with  all  his  vices 
loved  his  brother,  who  was  the  only  tie  of 
relationship  he  possessed.  As  be  stood  thus,  the 
eyes  of  all  around  became  fixed  upon  him  with 
wondering  am;  zement,  the  dying  man  rolled 
round  displacing  his  wig  of  sandy  hair ;  the 
moment  Claude  Tregaunon's  eyes  i\  sted  fully 
on  his  face,  he  recognized  him — 

"'  This  is  indeed  retribution,"  he  exclaimed 
aloud.  ^^  itii  a  mighty  effort,  Black  George 
raised  himself  on  his  elbow,  when  his  eyes 
rested  on  those  of  his  horror  struck  brother,  whose 
look    and    manner     attracted   the   wonder  and 
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amazement  of  all  around,  for  regardless  of  the 
curious  and  scarcliing  gaze  of  the  spectators, 
Colonel  Thornback  threw  himself  on  his  knees 
beside  his  dying  brother  and  took  one  of  his 
hands  in  his.  With  a  terriblostruggle  and  gasp- 
ing for  breath,  George  lialf  raised  himself, 
and  holding  forth  his  arm,  pointed  to  Claude 
who  stood  close  by  him  with  a  serious,  stern 
expression — 

"  Ilear  me,  all  present,"  gasped  the  sufferer, 
**  that  man  who  calls  himself,  Tregannon,"  he 
paused  and  groaned  heavily,  but  with  a  mighty 
effort  he  seemed  to  stay  the  hand  of  death, 
and  continued  distinctly  :  ^'  That  man  has 
slain  his  father,  he  is  my  only  child;  I  swear 
it—'' 

A  rush  of  blood  stopped  his  words,  and  the 
next  instant  he  fell  back  a  corpse. 

All  eyes  at  once  involuntarily  fixed  upon 
Claude  Tregannon,  but  not  a  muscle  quivered, 
or  a  feature  betrayed  the  slightest  emotion  as 
he  stood,  his   tall   form   erect,    his   arms  folded 
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across   bis   broad  cbest,    gazing    steadily   and 
sternly  at  tbe  lifeless  form  of  bis  deadly  foe — 

'i  Miserable  wretcb,"  bo  exclaimed,  "  to  fiice 
his  God  with  a  lie,  a  vile  fearful  lie  upon  his 
lips.'^ 

So  astounded  were  Lord  Penchurcb  and  tbe 
surgeon  at  the  words  uttered  by  Black  George, 
that  Colonel  Thornback  had  time  to  recover  bis 
presence  of  mind,  and  as  all  present  turned  to 
look  at  our  hero,  he  rose  from  his  kuees  fear- 
fully pale,  it  is  true,  but  collected  in  manner, 
and  vowing,  in  his  lu>art,  to  take  a  deadly 
revenge  upon  the  slayer  of  his  brother — he 
knew  that  brother  died  with  a  lie  upon  bis 
lips,  that  be  had  perilled  bis  soul  for  ven- 
geance. 

**  Kow,  my  lord,"  said  Claude  Tregannon 
turning  to  Lord  renchurch  with  a  cold  stern 
countenance,  ^'  1  am  at  your  service,  my 
purpose  is  changed  with  that  villain's  death, 
and  I  now  tell  you  plainly,  if  you  require  mo 
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to  give  you  satisfaction,  it  must  end,  only  with 
the  death  of  one  or  otlier  of  us." 

Lord  Penchurch  was  very  palo,  and  consi- 
derably agitated,  he  looked  round  for  his  friend 
the  colonel,  who  was  standing  a  few  paoea  off, 
as  pale  as  himself,  and  seemingly  bewildered  ; 
but  the  moment  the  colonel  heard  the  words 
of  Claude  he  came  forward,  and  just  as  Lord 
Penchurch  was  about  to  speak,  said — 

*^  Stay,  my  lord,  it  is  my  duty  to  answer 
the  insolent  threat  held  out  to  you.  No,  his 
lordship  shall  not  fight  you,"  he  fiercely  con- 
tinued, the  terrible  passion  struggling  within 
sending  back  the  blood  to  his  pale  cheek  as  he 
confronted  Claude  Tregannon,  ''  what  a  noble- 
man meet  the  son  of  a  ^  highwayman  or  a 
felon.'  " 

Claude  was  a  being  of  impulse  ;  his  young 
life  in  some  respects  had  been  one  of  frequent 
suffering  in  mind — cruel  usage  in  childhood 
had  embittered  many  hours  of  his  life,   and  to 
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throw  a  doubt  upon  bis  birtb,  caused  bis  blood 
to  boil.  Xo  sooucT  tbereforo  bad  Colonel 
Thonibuck  uttered  the  words  be  did,  than 
with  a  blow,  he  felled  biiU  to  bis  feet. 

The  false  colonel  was  a  villain,  but  he  was 
no  coward  ;  he  rose  up  trembling  with  passion, 
a  thou  and  wild  and  terrible  thoughts 
whirliog  through  his  brain ;  but  wiping  the 
blood  from  his  face,  and  mastering  his  rage, 
he  approached  his  opponent,  who  was  speaking 
to  his  friend,  Frederick  Delaware — 

^'  Man,"  he  exclaimed,  laying  his  hand  upon 
his  shoulder,  "  after  all  you  are  but  a  coward — 
confident  in  your  brute  strength,  you  trust  to 
that  alone.  I  say  before  these  gentlemen,  that 
you  are  a  coward,  and  if  you  do  not  give  mo 
satisfaction  on  this  spot — now—  this  moment — " 

Delaware  looked  up  into  his  friend's  face 
anxiously  and  seriously — 

"Well,  sir,"  returned  Claude,  *^you  shall 
be  satisfied  ;  there  are  persons  who  may  mis- 
take you  for  a   gentleman — I  am   not  one  of 

VOL.    11.  L 


218  THK  YOUNG  COMMANDER. 

them — nevertheless  as  1  Imve  struck  you  for 
your  gross  and  insolent  conduct,  you  shall  be 
gratitied  ;  tliis  gentleman,"  turning  to  Dela- 
ware will  arrange  the  matter  with  his  lordship, 
who  no  doubt  will  think  little  of  the  disgrace 
of  being  your  second. 

**  D "    exclaimed    Colonel   Thornback, 

stamping  with  rage,  and  as  Claude  turned 
away,  he  heard  him  say,  swearing  another 
oath,  "  1  will  shoot  him  dead." 

**  Stay,  sir,"  interrupted  Frederick  Delaware, 
*^  1  must  have  a  word  with  you  first  ;  I  cannot 
allow  my  friend  to  follow  the  bent  of  his  hasty 
tcQiper  ;  you  only  received  the  punishment  you 
richly  deserved,  for  the  cursed,  brutal,  and 
false  words  you  uttered.  You  are  aware  that 
I  know  you.  If  you  do  not  wisli  further  ex- 
posure, take  my  advice  and  retire  with  your 
fricLid  ;  for  if  you  insist  on  a  meeting,  mind 
you,  though  it  will  pain  me  to  make  the  dis- 
closure, yet  it  shall  be  done.  Now,  sir,  take 
your  choice,  retire  with  his  lordship,  who  I  am 
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sure  will  be  very  glad  to  quit,  or  I  shall  call 
all  present  to  witness  what  I  have  to  say.  A 
duel,  after  the  events  of  this  morning,  would 
lead  to  a  very  singular  investigation ;  and 
moreover,  in  my  mind,  you  know  more  about 
yonder  dead  man  than  you  would  like  should  hv 
publicly  known." 

Colonel  Thornback  scarcely  breathed  as  the 
last  sentence  was  spoken — he  seemed  bewildered 
— many  reasons  urged  hiiii  to  follow  the  advice 
given  him — for  an  exposure  before  Lord  Pen- 
church  and  the  young  surgeon,  who  was  a  gen- 
tloinan,  would  be  ruinous — still  the  burning 
hatred  he  felt  against  the  slayer  of  his  brother 
prompted  him  to  brave  exposure ;  after  a 
pause  of  a  few  moments  some  idea  suddenly 
struck  him  ;  and  he  answered — 

''Well,  sir,  I  will  follow  your  advice  ;  but 
a  time  will  come  when  I  shall  be  able  to  repay 
the  gross  insults  I  have  received  this  day." 

**  I  doubt  it,  sir,"  returned  the  other,  coolly; 
L  3 
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^^  you  could  not  for  a  momeut,  whatever  your 
conuectiou  \s  itli  that  dead  ruffian  may  be  — '^ 

**Take  care,  sir/'  passionately  interrupted 
the  Colonel,  "  for  even  you  may  go  too  far  for 
ray  forbearance." 

With  a  haughty  curl  of  the  lip,  Delaware 
gazed  sternly  at  the  Colonel. 

" 'lis  you,  sir,"  he  replied,  ^'mistake  your 
potiition.  Do  not  for  an  instant  imagine  that  I 
will  ever  become  your  antagonist.  Let  this 
end  ;  you  know  what  I  was  going  to  say — that 
is  enough." 

A  withering  execration  broke  from  the 
ColonePs  lips ;  but  he  turned  away,  joined  his 
lordship,  and  after  some  few  words  between 
them,  making  a  sign  to  the  surgeon  to  follow, 
tliey  walked  on. 

**  This  is  a  very  strange  affair,  sir,"  said  that 
gi^ntlcman,  addressing  Mr.  Delaware,  *'  and  to 
your  friend  a  very  painful  one.  Do  not 
imagine,    I    entreat,   that    I    attach    any    im- 
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portanco  to  the  words  spoken  by  that  dead 
villain ;  mysterious  as  they  were,  they  ap- 
peared to  me  to  be  uttered  with  a  motive  to 
injure  your  friend,  whose  strange  history  I 
singularly  enough  happen  to  know." 

"  Ila,  indeed,"  exclaimed  Claude,  who  heard 
the  words;  "how  is  that? — for  I  certainly 
never  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you 
before." 

"  No,  sir ;  but  Mr.  Treestrail,  whom  you 
know,  is  my  father-in-law,  and  I  am  just 
returned  from  a  visit  to  him.  You  must 
excuse  his  making  me  acquainted  with  most  of 
the  particulars  of  your  life.  When  Lord  Pen- 
church  called  yesterday  and  mentioned  his 
wish  that  I  should  accompany  him  to  this  place, 
Baying  it  was  to  meet  you,  I  at  once  consented, 
hoping,  if  any  accident  occurred,  I  might  be  of 
assistance  ;  when  that  man  uttered  the  words 
he  did,  I  at  once  conjectured  he  was  the  very 
villain  Mr.  Treestrail  called  '  Black   George  ;' 


222  THE  YOUNG  COMMANDER. 

and  now,  m^  dear  sir,  all  I  have  to  observe  is, 
tliat,  as  this  affair  will  not  end  here,  for  we  must 
give  notice  to  the  nearest  magistrate  of  this 
man's  death,  you  may  make  use  of  my 
evidence  in  any  way  you  may  think  fit." 

^^  I  feel  much  obliged,  sir,"  said  Claude, 
**and  will  do  so.  I  remember  Mr.  Trecstrail 
did  say  his  eldest  daughter  had  married  a  Mr. 
Bateman,  a  aurgcou,  who  was  in  good  practice 
in  London,  and  though  he  said,  laughing,  '  I 
trust  you  will  never  require  his  professional 
aid,  I  will  give  you  his  address,'  and  holding 
out  his  hand,  Claude  grasped  that  of  Mr.  Bate- 
man  in  a  very  friendly  manner.  The  surgeon 
then  followed  his  lordship. 

*'  I  can  understand  this  affair  now,  Claude," 
said  his  friend  Delaware.  "I  at  first  thought  we 
had  been  attacked  by  a  party  of  highwaymen, 
though  such  an  occurrence  at  this  hour  of  the 
day  appeared  unusual ;  now  I  sec  it  was  in- 
tended either  to  murder  you  or  carry  you  off 
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somewhere.  There  must  be  some  place  nt-ar 
here  where  the  rascals  meant  to  put  you  ;  Ibr 
it's  quite  impossible  they  could  dream,  in  broad 
day,  of  carrying  you  any  distance.  Well,  that 
black  villain  has  met  his  doom  at  last,  and 
died  with  a  fearful  lie  on  his  lips.  How 
horrible  !" 

*^  It  is,  in  truth,  horrible  ;  but  let  us  go  on 
to  the  village,"  answered  Claude  ;  "  wo  must 
give  notice  to  the  authorities  about  this  attack 
upon  us,  and  get  this  miserable  wretch's  body 
removed.  He  will  never  again  give  testimony 
for  or  against  me  in  this  world  ;  nevertheless, 
I  wish  I  had  not  shot  him.  J  low  do  you 
feel?" 

**  Not  much  the  worse  for  the  knock  ;  but 
cannot  say  as  much  for  my  hat,"  he  added, 
picking  up  his  crushed  beaver. 

''I  feel  my  shoulder  marvellously  stitf,"  re- 
turned our  hero,  as  they  moved  on  across  the 
heath.     "The  villain  missed  my  head,  luckily, 
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but  I  got  the  full  force  of  the  blow  on  my  left 
shoulder." 

**  How  is  that,  Claude,  you  did  not  say  you 
were  hurt  before.'^ 

"  I  was  so  excited  when  I  beheld  the  scoffing 
sneer  of  Lord  Penchurch,  when  he  heard  the 
miserable  villain's  words,"  replied  Claude, 
"  that  I  felt  nothing,  if  I  except  the  strong 
desire  which  I  experienced  to  shoot  his  lord- 
ship. In  the  excitement  of  the  moment  I 
certainly  made  use  of  some  very  harsh  words 
to  him.  By-the-bye,  did  you  observe  the 
conduct  of  that  pretender.  Colonel  Thornback, 
with  respect  to  the  ruffian  I  shot.  Did  you 
remark  his  countenance,  when  he  threw  him- 
self beside  the  dying  man  ?  the  positive 
anguish  expressed  in  his  features.  Do  you 
know,  Frederick,  there  is  a  strong  resemblance 
between  them  ;  when  I  first  Faw  that  Colonel  I 
was  struck  with  his  likeness  to  some  one  I  had 
seen." 


THE  YOUNG  COMMANDER.  225 

*^  There  is  some  connection  between  them 
that  is  very  certain,"  replied  Mr.  Delaware 
thoughtfully.  ''  The  ColonePs  name  I 
know  now,  for  I  made  enquiries,  is  really 
Thornback  ;  his  father,  it  is  well  known,  was  a 
captain  in  the  army,  and  had  two  sons  ;  can  it 
be  possible  they  wore  brothers." 

'^  Not  at  all  impossible,"  returned  our  hero, 
^*  but  here  we  are — there  is  a  crowd,  I  see, 
gathered  about  the  chaiee,  I  suppose  some  ac- 
count of  this  affair  has  got  abroad  in  the  vil- 
lage ;  I  heard  the  surgeon  say  they  left  a 
chaise  and  four  on  the  left  of  the  hill." 

As  they  approached  their  own  carriage,  they 
observed  four  men,  whom  they  knew  were  of 
the  constabulary,  come  out  of  the  house.  On 
seeing  them,  one  of  the  men  approached,  and 
touching  his  hat,  said — 

'^  Will   you  be  kind  enough   to  go  into  the 
house,  gentlemen;  Mr.  Fordyce,  our  magistrate, 
is  up  stairs,  and  wishes  to   see  you  ;    wc   are 
L  5 
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going,  with  a  stretclicr,  for  thobody  of  the  man 
one  of  you  young  gentlemen  shot,  this 
morning.*' 

**Very  good,"  observed  Claude,  entering 
the  house,  as  tho  constable,  accompanied  by  four 
men,  conveying  a  stretcher,  proceeded  towards 
the  scene  of  action,  followed  by  a  crowd  of 
curious  persons. 

On  entering  the  best  room  of  the  little  inn, 
the  young  men  perceived  a  middle  aged  gentle- 
man seated  at  a  table,  writing,  and  a  young 
man,  his  clerk,  also  occupied  making  or  copy- 
ing notes. 

Mr.  Fordyce,  the  magistrate,  looked  up,  and 
bowing,  said — 

''  Mr.  Delaware  and  Mr.  Trcganuon,  I  pre- 
sume." 

On  their  returning  his  salutation,  he  politely 
requested  them  to  be  seated,  and  lot  him  know 
the  whole  facts  of  what  had  happened.  This 
Claude  gave  in  a  clear  and  plain  statement, 
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the  clerk  taking  down  every  word  he   uttered. 

The  Honourable  Mr.  Delaware's  a  count  was 
also  taken. 

"  Now,  pardon  me,  sir,"  said  the  magis- 
trate, after  he  had  read  over  both  documents, 
speaking  to  our  hero,  and  taking  up  a  paper 
from  the  table,  and  running  his  eye  over  its 
contents.  "  I  have  here  Lord  Pencliurch's 
statement,  I  will  read  it  you  ;  should  any  part 
of  it  give  you  oflfence,  pray  excuse  me,  I  am 
merely  doing  my  duty  as  a  magistrate.  His 
lordship  states,  and  so  does  Colonel  Thornback, 
that,  on  arriving  on  the  ground  where  he  ex- 
pected to  meet  you  two  gentlemen,  he  was  sur- 
prised to  find  you  and  ^Ir.  Delaware,  in  a 
state  of  great  excitement,  and  near  you,  lying 
on  the  ground,  was  a  man,  apparently  dying 
from  a  pistol  shot,  the  surgeon,  ]\[r.  Baleman. 
states,  through  the  throat.  That  the  man  iv- 
covered  sufficiently  to  declare,  in  the  prrsciK  ( 
of  all  there,  that  he  owed  his  death  to  yuu,  Mr. 
Tregannon,  and  that  with  his  dying  breath  he 
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also  declared  yon  were  liis  son.  Colonel  Thorn- 
back's  declaration  is  the  same,  and  so  is  Mr. 
Batenian's,  except  that  he  positively  asserts 
that  the  words  uttered  were  utterly  false,  and 
spoken  evidently  from  motives  of  deadly 
hatred.  Is  there  anything  in  this  statement, 
Mr.  Tregannon,  that  you  object  to,  or  that  is 
not  correct  ?" 

"  Xo,  sir,"  answered  Claude,  quite  calmly, 
**  it  is  as  his  lordship  has  asserted  ;  it  is  quite 
out  of  my  power  to  give  you  a  history  of  my- 
self. Neither  is  it  necessary,  in  point  of  fact, 
as  the  whole  will  come  before  the  public  in  time. 
I  can  only  say  that  what  that  miserable  wretcli 
swore  in  his  last  moments,  is  a  most  wicked 
falsehood.  The  man  I  shot,  has  personated 
every  vile  character  it  was  possible  to  assume 
in  his  career  through  life.'' 

**  Well,  gentlemen,"  said  Mr.  Fordyce,  who 
appeared  very  much  struck  with  the  persons 
and  manners  of  the  two  young  men,  "if  you 
will  be  kind   enough  to   put  your  names  and 
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places  of  abode,  to  your  statements,  I  will  not 
longer  detain  you." 

The  friends  had  just  complied  with  the  magis- 
trate's request,  when  the  sound  of  many  voices 
without,  attracted  their  attention.  The  door 
of  the  chamber  was  opened,  and  one  of  the 
constables  entered  the  room,  saying,  hastily — 

*^  Please  your  worship,  we  could  not  find 
the  body,  it  has  been  removed,  wo  have 
searched  all  round,  but  in  vain  ;  two  of  the 
men  have  gone  on  to  a  low  ale  house,  called 
the  *  Pickax,'  which  has  rather  a  bad  name  in 
this  neighbourhood,  to  make  enquiries,  but 
there  is  no  other  habitation  that  wo  know  of, 
for  some  distance." 

"  This  is  very  extraordinary,"  observed  Mr. 
Fordyce,  '^  you  left  the  body  there,  gentlemen  ; 
are  you  sure  the  man  was  dead  ?" 

"  lie  certainly  was  dead,"  returned  Claude. 
^*  Mr.  Bateman  examined  him  and  declared  life 
was   quite   extinct.     Some    of    his    comrades 
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must  have  returned,  but  it's  out  of  the 
question  that  they  could  have  carried  the  body 
far  in  the  time." 

^'  That  ale-house  you  call  the  *  Pickax/  re- 
marked the  Uonourable  Frederick  Delaware, 
*'  ought  to  be  well  searched  ;  I  have  heard  that 
place  spoken  of  before  now,  as  a  rendezvous  for 
highwaymen  and  other  evil  characters." 

"  So  it  is  said  to  be,  sir,"  remarked  the 
police  oflicer,  **  and  we  have  often  visited  it, 
but  never  found  any  one  on  the  premises  but 
au  old  woman  and  a  young  girl,  rather  soft  and 
simple ;  the  old  woman  said  her  husband  was  a 
drover,  was  younger  than  herself  by  several 
years,  and  drove  cattle  from  Wales  for  the 
Essex  marshes,  and  she  earned  a  penny  now 
and  then  by  selling — bad  ale,"  added  the 
constable,  with  a  smile,  '^  for  I  tasted  it,  as 
an  excuse  for  asking  questions." 

''Well,"  said  Mr.  Fordyce,  ''you  must  get 
more  help,  and   make  a  strict  search  all  round 
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the  vicinity  of  that  house.  I  will  nut  detain 
you  longer,  gentlemen/'  he  added,  turninj^  to 
our  two  friends,  who  immediately  departed, 
entered  their  chaise,  and  drove  ofif  to  London, 
considerably  surprised  at  the  disappearance  of 
Black  George's  body. 
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CUAl'TEU    XI. 


Fanny  Fleetwood  had  passed  a  most  misera- 
ble night ;  she  was  not  aware  that  her  lover 
was  to  meet  Lord  Penchurch  the  following 
morning — but  she  strongly  feared  and  sus- 
pected ho  would,  and  her  anxiety  was  terrible. 
Ilannah,  who  had  become  greatly  attached  to 
her,  did  all  in  her  power  to  comfort  and  assure 
her,  that  Claude  incurred  no  risk  whatever 
from  an  encounter  with  his  lordship ;  still 
Fanny  sighed,  and  wished  she  could  think  so. 
About   eleren   o'clock   the   morniug   of  the 
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projected  duel,  a  chaise  drove  up  to  the  door, 
and  Claude  Trogannon  jumped  out. 

Oh,  the  joy  that  rushed  through  the  young 
girl's  heart  as  ho  entered  the  room,  and 
pressed  a  kiss  upon  ht  r  glowing  cheek !  For 
several  moments  they  did  not  speak,  for  their 
hearts  were  full. 

"  You  have  met  that  bad  man,  Claude," 
said  Fanny,  at  length,  looking  into  the  face  of 
her  lover ;  "  you  are  safe,  I  see ;  but  I  trust 
in  God  nothing  has  occurred  to  your  antago- 
nist." 

*'  We  did  not  waste  even  powder  on  one  an- 
other, my  sweet  girl." 

Fanny  looked  surprised  ;  and  CLude  gave 
her  a  full  account  of  the  events  of  the  morn- 
ing— only  suppressing  Colonel  Thornback's  ex- 
pressions of  revenge. 

The  young  girl's  cheek  became  very  pale  as 
she  listened  to  her  lover's  recital,  mentally 
thanking  God  for  his  providential  escape. 

**  And  so,   dear  Claude,    the    persecutor  of 
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your  youn^  life  is  dead  ?  Good  God,"  and 
she  shuddered;  'M)ut  to  die — aa  he  died — 
with  that  fearful  falsehood  on  his  lips — how 
dreadful !  and  you  have  lost  all  chance  of  his 
ever  giving  evidence  in  your  favour." 

''  I  never  imagined  ho  would  testify  any- 
thing in  my  cause  even  if  he  had  been  secured 
alive,  lie  has  only  done,  dearest,  what  I  ex- 
pected he  would,  if  over  brought  before  a 
jury.  With  him  we  have  done  for  ever.  What 
has  become  of  his  body  it  will,  I  fiincy,  be  dif- 
ficult to  discover.  I  should  imagine  his  com- 
rades have  carried  it  off,  and  buried  him  ;  but 
why  such  rascals  should  take  that  trouble  sur- 
prises me.  But  how  is  your  uncle ;  and  how 
is  the  ship  getting  on  ?" 

'^Oh,  he  is  right  well,  dear  Claude — somewhat 
troubled  at  losing  his  little  Fan;  but,"  she 
added,  with  a  smile,  and  a  look  of  pure  affec- 
tion, '^  he  fully  expects  you  will  bring  her  back 
to  him." 

''  If  I  do  not,"  returned  Claude,  witli  much 
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emotion,  and  pressing  the  hand  he  held,  '^  I 
will  never  return  to  this  country — for,  without 
this  dear  hand,  wealth  and  titles  would  bo  mere 
baubles." 

A  tear  was  in  Fanny's  eyes,  but,  with  a 
bright  smile,  she  said — 

'^  We  will  trust  to  Providence,    and    pray 
that  we  may  never  be  separated  on  this  earth  ;• 
but,  if  we  are,  we  shall  have  the  blessed  hope 
of  a  union  above.'' 

Madame  D'Arblay  just  then  entered— she 
was  rejoiced  to  see  Claude,  for  she  had  felt, 
also,  rather  uneasy  about  his  quarrel  with 
Lord  Penchurch. 

"  I  must  leave  Fanny  to  give  you  all  the 
particulars  of  my  adventures  this  morning," 
said  our  hero,  rising ;  "  I  must  be  off  to  the 
docks,  and  see  Mr.  Fleetwood,  and  make  some 
kind  of  preparation  for  assuming  my  temporary 
command  of  the  *  Surinam  ;'  she  will  be  ready, 
I  suppose,  for  sea  in  a  few  days." 

"  Uncle  says  to-morrow    week    positively," 
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said   Fanny;    and    adding,   internally — *^  Oh, 
how  I  wish  the  day  was  come." 

Claude  Trcgannon  and  the  choerfid,  kind- 
hearted  Mr.  Fleetwood  returned  to  dinner. 
Having  seen  the  crew  of  the  yacht  on  board 
the  "  Surinam,"  all  overjoyed  in  their  hearts  at 
their  young  master  having  the  command  of  the 
ship. 

Two  days  after,  Sir  Charles  Trecastle  arrived 
in  London,  and,  to  Claude's  great  delight,  his 
sister  Mary  accompanied  him.  As  she  affec- 
tionately embraced  her  brother,  she  said — 

**  I  have  come  up  to  town,  dear  Claude,  pur- 
posely to  see  and  learn  to  love  Fanny  ;  you 
positively  so  bewitched  me  with  your  descrip- 
tion of  her,  that  I  could  not  rest  till  I  saw 
her." 

**  There  is  no  one  can  match  her  in  beauty 
and  grace,  save  yourself,  dear  Mary,"  answered 
Claude,  affectionately.  ^^  I  rejoice  to  see  the 
soft  bloom  on  your  cheek  returned,  as  I  some- 
how feared  there  might  still  linger  some  affec- 
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tion  in  tliat  kind  heart  for  a  most  unworthy  in  - 
dividual." 

*^Make  yourself  quite  easy,"  replied  Mary, 
with  a  smile,  *'  his  lordship  never  made  but  a 
very  light  impression  on  either  my  heart  or 
mind.  Have  you  seen  or  heard  of  him  since 
you  met  at  Trecastle  ?" 

*'  I  have  both  seen  and  heard  from  him,  as 
you  shall  hear." 

And  Claude  gave  his  sister  a  full  account  of 
all  that  had  occurred  since  his  arrival  in 
London. 

*'  Good   Heavens  !"  exclaimed  Mary,  *'  from 
what  a  bad  man  you  saved  me  ;  what  a  deceit- 
ful wretch  ;  and  what  an  escape  you  had  from 
that  villain,  Black  George.     I   trust  in   good- 
ness you  incur  no  risk  from  the  enmity  of  that 
false  colonel  whom  you  say  so  resembled  him." 
*'  There  is   very  little    to   fear    from    him, 
Mary  ;  but  as  it  wants  some  hours  to  dinner,  I 
will  order  a  carriage,  and  take  you  to  be  intro- 
duced   to     Fanny.     To  morrow    evening  you 
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will  meet,  at  her  uncle's,  my  noble-hearted 
friend  Frederick  Delaware,  as  fine,  handsome, 
and  generous  a  fellow  as  ever  lived." 

**  Well,"  observed  the  lively  girl,  **  I'm 
positively  getting  fast  iiito  that  dangerous 
period  when  girls  are  turned  into  old  maids, 
so  1  suppose  there  is  no  great  danger  to  be  en- 
countered in  meeting  that  handsome  friend  of 
yours." 

*' There  may  be  some  danger  to  him  in  the 
encounter,  Mary.  I  know  he  is  heart-free  at 
present,"  added  Claude,  laughing  ;  "  but  as  he 
is  four  or  five  years  older  than  myself,  you 
cannot  expect  him  to  have  escaped  Cupid's 
shafts  all  this  time." 

*'  Oh,  ho,"  laughed  Mary  ;  ''  so  he  has  been 
tried  in  something  of  the  same  kind  of  lire 
as  singed  me  !  Ah,  we  shall  become  good 
friends,  no  doubt.  l^y-tLe-bye,  Sir  Charles  is 
very  intimate  with  his  father,  Lord  Torwood ; 
his  lordship  was  once,  1  remember  it  well, 
though  eight  or  nine  years  ago,  at  Trecastle, 
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wanting  to  persuade  Sir  CMiarlcs  to  stand  for 
the  county ;  but  my  brother-in-law  has  no 
ambition  of  that  kind.  Ah,  there's  the  car- 
riage. Let  us  be  off — I  am  dying  to  see 
Fanny." 

Captivated  by  each  other's  loveliness,  gene- 
rous, free-hearted,  fond,  and  affectionate  by 
nature,  the  two  girls  met  but  to  love  each 
other.  Though  several  years  older  than  Fanny 
Fleetwood,  Mary's  heart  was  young  and  fresh, 
and  her  manners  simple.  The  former  had  seen 
a  good  deal  of  the  world, travelled  much,  and  there- 
fore the  disparity  in  age  was  not  perceptible. 

Fanny  entreated  her  new  sister,  as  she  called 
h<  r,  with  a  sweet  smile,  to  remain  with  her 
till  she  sailed  for  Indii.  And  ^[ury,  whilst 
she  gaily  consented,  said — 

"  It  will,  I  fear,  only  add  to  my  regret,  when 
I  lose  you." 

*'  But,"  observed  Fanny,  with  another  inno- 
cent smile,  **  Claude  will   soon    bring  me  back 
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"  Claude  has  won  a  treasure,"  whispered 
Mary,  as  she  kissed  her  cheek,  at  parting, 
promising:  to  return  the  next  morning  to  stay 
till  the  blue  Peter  was  hoisted  over  the  decks 
of  the  ^'  Surinam." 

Whilst  Sir  Charles  Trccastle  was  busy  with 
the  gentlemen  of  the  long  robe,  the  two  girls, 
attended  by  the  Ilonourable  Frederick  Dela- 
ware and  Claude  Tregannon,  visited  the 
ludiaman,  and  every  place  worthy  their  at- 
tention ;  and  it  soon  became  evident  to  Claude 
that  his  friend  was  greatly  struck  with  the 
beauty  and  grace  of  the  accomplished  Mary 
Tregannon. 

Our  hero  had  received  a  note  from  Mr.  For- 
dycc,  the  magistrate,  stating,  that  notwith- 
standing the  strictest  investigation  and  search 
round  Blackheath,  not  the  slightest  trace  of 
the  dead  man's  body  could  be  discovered, 
therefore  it  was  useless  to  trouble  either  him 
or  his  friend  further  about  the  affair. 
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Sir  Charles  Trecastlo  was  in  great  spirits.  Mr. 
Saun  lers  and  Counsellor  Paulet  gave  him  great 
hopes  that  his  brother-in-law's  cause  would  ulti- 
mately succeed.  Every  necessary  step  was, 
therefore,  in  preparation  to  dispute  James  Tre- 
gannoii's  succession.  Sir  Charles  had  an  inter- 
view with  the  creditors  who  advanced  the  fifty 
thousand  pounds,  and  in  the  handsomest  manner 
declared,  that  if  his  brother-in-law's  suit  was 
successful,  they  should  be  paid  their  demand 
in  full. 

It  was  Tuesday,  and  the  ^^  Surinam"  was  to 
sail  on  Saturday  morning,  everything  being 
ready. 

One  evening  Claude  Tregannon  had  left  Mr. 
Fleetwood's  house  early,  to  return  to  his  hotel 
to  complete  some  papers  he  had  promised  Mr. 
Saunders  to  look  over.  The  lamps — not  gas 
ones,  for  they  were  not  thought  of  at  that  time 
— were  just  lighted,  and  he  had  reached  the 
top  of    the    Hay-Market,    when    a   little   boy 
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clotlicd  in  rags,  ran  across  the  street,  and,  com- 
ing up,  offered  him  a  folded  paper,  saying — 
**  Please,  sir,  for  you." 

"  Claude  was  standing  under  a  lamp,  and  at 
first  paid  little  attention  to  the  boy's  words, 
but  on  his  repeating  them,  and  holding  up  the 
paper,  he  looked  down  at  the  ragged  urchin, 
saying — 

*^  IIow  do  you  know,  boy,  that  this  is  for 
me  ?     There  is  no  direction  on  it.'' 

"  Father  told  me  to  give  it  you — pointed  you 
out  from  the  other  side  of  the  street,"  answered 
the  boy. 

Our  hero's  first  impulse  was  to  pay  no  atten- 
tion to  the  child  or  the  folded  paper,  but,  on 
second  thoughts,  he  opened  it,  and  holding  it 
up  to  the  strong  light  from  a  shop  window,  he 
read,  with  considerable  surprise,  the  following 
words : — 

*'  If,  sir,  you  will  follow  the  bearer  of  this,  he 
will  conduct  you   to  a  place  whore  you  will 
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receive  two  most  important  documents,  taken 
from  the  person  of  the  man  you  called  Black 
George,  but  whose  real  name  was  Thornback, 
brother  to  the  Colonel  Thornback  you  know. 
If  you  consider  the  documents,  which  will 
clearly  prove  your  right  to  the  title  and  estates 
of  Tregannon,  worth  recompense,  the  holder  of 
them  will  deliver  them  up,  trusting  to  your 
secresy  and  generosity." 

Curiosity  was  strongly  aroused.  No  doubt 
Black  George  had  been  possessed  of  some  docu- 
ment or  paper,  by  which  the  darkness  shroud- 
ing his  abduction  could  be  cleared  away  ;  and, 
from  the  tenor  of  the  note  he  held,  it  was 
evident  the  writer  was  willing  to  betray  all  he 
knew  for  gold.  One  suspicion  was,  at  least, 
confirmed — Black  George  and  Colonel  Thorn- 
back were  brothers ;  and  an  idea  crossed 
Claude's  mind,  that  treachery  from  the  latter 
might  be  intended,  and  the  letter  be  a  mere  feint 
to  draw  him  on  to  danger,  lie  hesitated  a  few 
M  3 
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uiiuutcfc!,  but  the  desire  to  discover  all — to  set  at 
rest  his  fears,  his  doubts — triumphed,  and  he 
resolved  to  follow  the  boy,  let  what  might  bo 
the  result. 

TuMiiiig  to  look  for  him,  he  was  amazed  at 
the  ehauge  he  perceived  in  the  child,  who  came 
limping  up  to  him,  apparently  hump-backed, 
and  with  his  eyes  hideously  distorted.  Think- 
ing he  was  mibtaken,  Claude  loohcd  on  the 
other  side,  but  a  low,  chuckling  laugh  from 
Fly-by-night,  who  instantly  resumed  his  natural 
shape,  re- assured  him. 

**  AN' hat  do  you  mean,  boy,  by  such  tricks," 
he  abked,  "  and  where  are  you  to  conduct  me  ?" 

''  Follow  me,  and  you  will  see,"  replied  the 
boy.     *'  I  knows  no  names." 

'^  llow  lar  is  it,  then  ?"  demanded  Tre- 
gaimon. 

"  1  can  get  there  in  ten  minutes." 

"  Well,  go  on — I  follow  you." 

The  urchin  gave  a  spring  over  a  post,  and 
then   went  on    at   a    quick    pace   into    Oxford 
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Street,  and  tlieu  down  t\ro  or  throo  narrow 
streets,  and  in  and  out  of  strange  lanes,  nil 
badly  lighted  and  dirty,  till,  just  as  our  hero's 
patience  was  exhausted,  thoy  entered  St. 
Giles's. 

Claude  Tregannon  was  amazed  at  the  sight 
of  this  abode  of  gloom  and  sorrow.  The 
squallid  looks  of  the  inhabitants  as  they  tlitte<l 
past — the  oaths  and  curses  of  the  men  and 
boys  disgusted  him,  and  he  was  just  about  to 
halt  and  give  up  his  object,  for  he  recollected 
he  was  quite  unarmed,  when  the  boy  suddenly 
stopped  before  a  house  in  a  more  retired  and 
quiet  part.  It  was  a  strange  looking  dwelling, 
with  the  old,  miserable  door  posts,  leaning  on 
one  side ;  its  windows  all  away,  and  its  di- 
lapidated front,  propped  up  with  beams.  The 
boy  dived  into  the  dark  entrance,  and  our 
hero  was  just  about  to  follow,  wh«m  he  f»'lt 
his  arm  caught  by  somic  one  from  b(;liind. 
Turniuj,    he  perceived,    by  tfic    faint   lig'it,   a 
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a  mau  shabbily  dressed,  ^vho  thrust  a  pittol 
into  his  hands,  saying — 

''  If  you  require  assistance  fire  that  ;  we  are 
seven  of  us,  close  at  hand.     Be  cautious  !" 

Letting  go  his  arm,  the  man  passed  on. 
Utterly  astounded  by  the  suddenness  and 
strangeness  of  the  occurrence,  Claude  paused  in 
the  dark  entry,  with  the  piatol  in  his  hand,  when 
the  voice  of  the  boy  from  within  called  out — 

*^  Are  you  coming,  sir  ?    Here's  the  stairs." 

Hesitation  was  over  ;  his  natural  daring  and 
somewhat  reckless  disposition,  where  daEf>;er 
was  to  be  met,  urged  him  on,  and  groping 
along  the  passage,  he  came  to  a  flight  of  steps, 
a  flash  of  light  gleamed  from  above  ;  he  looked 
up  and  saw  a  man,  in  the  garb  of  a  workman, 
come  to  the  head  of  the  stairs,  holding  a  caudle 
in  his  hand. 

'^  Sorry  to  keep  you  in  the  dark,  sir,''  said 
the  man,  civilly,  holding  the  light  to  guide  our 
hero  up  the  crazy  stairs. 
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At  that  moment  it  providentially  occurred  that 
Claude,  glancing  past  the  man  holdiug  the 
candle,  saw,  though  but  for  an  instant,  the 
features  of  a  man  looking  out  cautiously 
from  a  half-open  door  on  the  landing  place.  It 
was  but  for  a  moment,  but  that  was  enough ; 
he  at  once  recognised  the  features  of  Colonel 
Thornback. 

**  Ila !  villain/'  ho  exclaimed,  in  a  fierce 
voice,  '^  I  recognise  you,"  and  he  paused, 
drawing  the  pistol  from  his  breast,  and  prepar- 
iDg  to  retrace  his  steps. 

**  D — n  — "  reared  Colonel  Thornback,  from 
above,  ''  blow  out  the  candle,  and  shut  the 
door." 

There  was  a  man  below,  in  some  dark  corner 
in  the  passage,  for  the  door  of  the  house  was 
slammed  too  with  violence,  and  all  around 
became  enveloped  in  darkness. 

The  young  man  instantly  fired  the  pistol  he 
held,  and  retreated  towards  the  door,  comin.;, 
as  he  did  so,  with  great  force  against  so:iie  man 
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in  the  passage,  whom  he  knocked  down ;  two 
or  three  others  were  rushing  down  the  stairs 
after  him,  when  the  door  was  burst  open, 
and  several  men  entered  the  passage  in  time  to 
see  Tregunnon  grasp  the  vilhiiu,  he  hud  knocked 
down,  by  the  throat. 

The  men  who  had  come  to  his  rescue  were 
disguised  constables ;  several  dark  lanterns 
were  opened,  and  by  their  liglit  he  beheld 
Colonel  Thornback  and  three  others  rushing 
back  up  the  stairs. 

**  Now,  sir,"  said  one  of  the  constables, 
taking  charge  of  the  man  our  hero  held  in  his 
grasp,   "  let  us  catch  the  rest  of  the  gang." 

Claude,  as  he  placed  his  foot  upon  the  stairs 
to  follow,  beheld  the  Colonel  turn,  and  de- 
liberately fire  a  pistol  in  his  face,  at  the  same 
time  uttering  a  frightful  imprecation.  The 
ball  went  through  his  waistcoat,  slightly 
raising  the  flesh.  Eushing  up  the  stairs, 
enraged  at  the  villany  of  his  assailant,  Claude 
and  two  of  the  constables  came  within  a  few 
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yards  of  him  and  his  associates,  when  ihfv 
dashed  in  a  door,  and  crossing  a  room,  tlirew 
themselves  out  of  the  window.  lie  grasped 
Colonel  Thornback  by  the  skirt  of  his  coat  ; 
but  sucli  was  the  force  of  his  spring,  that  the 
entire  half  of  the  garment  remained  in  his 
hand. 

'^  Don't  follow,  sir;  don't  follow,"  exclaimed 
one  of  the  constables,  laying  his  hand  on  our 
hero's  shoulder.  "  You  do  not  know  the 
ground ;  you  might  be  murdered  in  a  moment ; 
they  are  a  dangerous  gang.'' 

And  holding  the  light  out  of  the  window, 
they  perceived  that  tliere  was  a  sloping  vvo( 
about  six  feet  below,  ami  from  whici  tliey 
must  have  reached  the  ground — to  pursue  thorn 
was  out  of  the  question. 

"  I  have  something  in   the    pocket    of   this 

coat,"    said  Claude   Tregaunon,   pulling    out   a 

large  pocket-book,  with   a  strong  steel   cLisp ; 

*'  you    had   V>etter    take    charge   of    thl^,   co  .-- 
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stablt*,"  ho  continuod,   "  it  may   contain   infor- 
mation of  importance." 

**Very  well,  sir,"  said  tlio  constable,  who 
uur  hcTO  saw  was  the  same  who  had  given  him 
the  pistol ;  "  I  will  keep  it  till  wo  can 
examine  its  contents  before  our  ofHcer.  Wo 
have  one  of  the  gang,  however,  thanks  to  the 
grip  you  had  of  him.  lie  is  the  man  who  kept 
the  ale-house  called  the  Pickaxe,  on  Black- 
heath.  We  have  been  on  the  look  out  for  him 
ever  since  that  morning  we  n^.et  you,  sir,  at 
Blackheath.  I'Ut  we  had  better  got  out  of 
this  place  with  our  prisoner — it's  a  lawless 
neighbourhood,  and  if  they  muster  strong,  they 
would  attempt  his  rescue  in  a  moment.  You 
had  a  narrow  escape,  sir,  from  one  of  the 
rascals — he  fired  within  three  yards  of  you." 

*' Yes,"  answered  Claude,   **  1  feel  the  smart 
of  the  ball  now  ;  but  it's  a  mere  scratch." 

As  they  reached  the  door  of  the  house,  tliey 
observed  a  great  crowd  of  persons  assembled — 
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ineu,  women,  and  children,  who  set  up  a  yell  of 
*'•  down  with  the  Charleys,"  "  smash  'em,"  and 
a  tumultuous  rush  was  made  at  the  men  ;  but 
shewing  a  determined  front,  and  swearing  that 
they  would  shoot  down  the  first  rascal  that 
laid  a  hand  ou  the  prisoner,  they  awed  the 
rabble ;  and  in  ten  minutes  got  clear  of 
the  locality,  amidst  cries,  shrieks,  and  sundry 
missiles,  hurled  after  them.  Uaving  got  into 
Oxford  Street,  they  were  safe  enough,  though 
still  followed  in  their  progress  by  a  crowd  of 
curious  persons. 

Claude  was  anxious  to  reach  his  hotel,  where 
he  knew  Sir  Charles  Trecastle  was  waiting  for 
him.  So  giving  the  constable  his  address, 
that  he  might  call  in  the  morning  and  let  hiii 
know  what  it  was  necessary  lie  should  do,  he 
summoned  a  Hackney  coach,  and  drove  to  the 
hotel,  not  having  time  to  get  any  explanation 
from  the  constable,  who  had  given  him  the 
pistol  in  so  strange  a  manner. 

The   astonishment  of  Sir  Charles  NSa»    \\:ij 


252  TOR  TOUNG  COMMANDER. 

great  when  he  heard  the  adventure  of  tho 
night. 

*'  By  Jove,  Claude,"  he  said,  '^  this  will  never 
do.  Your  life  is  never  safe.  I  shall  really  be 
glad  when  you  sail.  Before  you  «;et  back,  1 
trust  your  rights  will  be  fully  acknowledged, 
or  in  a  train  to  be  so.  It  is  a  tedious  affair, 
that  of  disputing  a  succession,  rresuniptive 
evidence  will  not  do ;  we  must  have  positive. 
But  what  on  earth  has  caused  the  deadly 
enmity  of  this  false  Colonel  Thornback,  as  he 
calls  himself?" 

"  That  is  his  name,"  answered  Claude  ;  "and 
if  I  am  to  believe  a  statement  tliat  I  received 
to-night — bythe-bye  I  have  it  in  my  pocket," 
and  he  pulled  out  the  note  given  him  by  "  Fly- 
by-night  —  "  the  Colonel  is  brother  to  that 
villain.  Black  George ;  if  so,  he  seeks  or  sought 
revenge." 

"  I  fancy,"  observed  Sir  Charles,  after  read- 
ing the  paper,  "  that  this  statement  was  made 
to   give   an   appearance  of  truth   to   the   docu- 
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mcnt,  as  if  the  writer  was  willing  to  betray  tlie 
Colonel,  and  thus  put  you  otl'  your  guard.'' 

'*  Which  it  certainly  did,"  replied  Claude. 
"  That  Colonel  Thornback  must  have  known  of 
the  intended  attack  upon  Blackheath — whether 
they  meant  to  murder  or  carry  me  off  I  can- 
not say — but  I  imagine  the  latter,  as  no  fire- 
arms were  used." 

''I  should  think,"  said  Sir  Cliarlcs,  "his 
lordship,  when  he  hears  of  this  aflfair,  and 
learns  the  real  character  of  the  false  Colonel, 
will  feel  heartily  ashamed  of  the  society  he  has 
frequented.  Now  let  us  look  over  these  papers ; 
to-morrow  we  shall  learn  the  contents  (jf  the 
worthy  Colonel's  pocket-book — it  may  contain 
something  relative  to  himself  or  his  brother  ; 
and  perhaps  from  tho  fellow  you  captured  we 
shall  hear  what  became  of  the  body  of  that 
villain,  Black  George. 
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The  next  luonung,  before  our  hero  auJ  tSir 
Charles  had  fiuished  their  breakfast,  the  waiter 
of  the  hotel  iuformed  tliein  that  a  constable 
was  below,  wlio  requested  to  see  Mr.  Tre- 
gannon. 

**  Show  him  up  here,'^  exclaimed  both  gen- 
tlemen. 

In  a  few  moments  the  officer  enlen-d  the 
room,  and  was  instantly  recognized  by  Claude, 
as  the  man  who  had  handed  him  the  pistol  the 
previous  evening.     Tho  man  presented  a  note 
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from  .Mr.  Fordyce,  the  magistrate.  Both 
geutlemen  eagerly  read  its  conteuts,  expressed 
in  a  few  words,  but  they  were  important,  re- 
questing the  attendance  of  our  hero  at  the 
police  office,  as  the  pocket-bouk,  delivered  over 
into  the  hands  of  Mr.  Furdyee,  contained 
papers  of  importance  concerning  Mr.  Tre- 
gannon. 

**  Pray,"  enquired  our  hero,  addressing  the 
constable,  '*  may  I  request  an  explanation 
from  you  of  the  reason  you  furnished  me  with 
a  pibtol  last  night,  when  I  was  entering  the 
house  in  St.  Giles's  ?  You  certainly  did  me 
intinito  service,  in  fact,  you  may  have  saved 
my  life ;  I  am  grateful  for  the  service,  and  will 
not  forget  it." 

**  Oh,  you  were  very  welcome  sir,  to  any  as- 
sistance I  offered  you.  I  will  tell  you  how  it 
was,  sir  : — Ever  since  that  allair  on  Biack- 
heath,  we  have  been  trying  to  discover  some 
of  the  gang  that  attacked  you,  and  especially 
the  landlord  of  the  '  Fickaxe,'  haviug  found  him 
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out  as  a  receiver  of  stolen  property,  and  his 
house  being  a  shelter  to  highwaymen.  At 
last  one  of  our  men  caught  a  glimpse  of  him 
crossing  a  street  leading  into  St.  Giles's.  Last 
night,  when  you  entered  that  pluco,  we  were, 
seven  of  us,  disguised,  and  dispersed  about.  I 
at  once  recognized  you,  sir,  and  saw  that 
young  imp,  who  goes  by  tlie  cognomen  of 
Fly-by-night,  or  Fly,  guiding  you.  1  immedi- 
ately guessed  you  were,  yourself,  on  the  track 
of  some  of  the  gang,  and  that  perhaps  that 
young  scamp  had  betrayed  their  abode  ;  I 
followed  you,  and  just  as  you  were  entering 
the  house,  it  struck  me  to  put  you  on  your 
guard,  by  giving  you  a  pistol,  while  1  ran  and 
collected  some  of  my  comrades  ;  in  truth,  we 
just  arrived  in  time. 

**  13y  Jupiter,"  exclaimed  Sir  Chiirles,  ''you 
just  di<l,  by  all  accounts,  and  you  shall  be  well 
rewarded — tell  me — have  you  gained  any  trace 
of  this  false  Colonel  Thornback  ?" 

*'  No,   sir,  he,  it  seems,   returned   that    very 
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night  to  his  lodgings,  took  whatever  valuables 
he  had,  and  absconded,  but  where,  or  how,  wo 
hare  yet  to  find  out ;  we  hiive,  however,  the 
landlord  of  the  ^  Pickaxe,'  in  safe  custody." 

*•  Very  good,"  replied  Sir  Charles,  ''  give 
our  compliments  to  Mr.  Fordjce,  and  say  we 
will  attend  his  summons  at  once." 

The  constable  bowed  and  left  the  roo-n, 
carrying  a  very  substantial  reward  in  his 
pocket. 

On  reaching  the  police-office,  they  were 
shown  into  a  private  room,  and  ^Ir.  Fordycc 
having  got  rid  of  a  case  he  was  engaged  with, 
soon  after  joined  them. 

After  a  few  common-placo  observations,  Mr. 
Fordyce  said — 

'^  You  had  a  very  fortunate  escape,  last 
night,  Mr.  Tregannon,  and  I  assure  you,  you 
made,  at  the  same  time,  two  very  important 
captures — the  pocket-book  and  the  landlord  of 
the  *  Pickaxe.'  The  man  was  very  sullen  at 
first,  but  this  morning  he  made  a  kind  of  con- 
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fession  to  save  himself  from  a  criminal  prose- 
cution. With  respect  to  the  contents  of  the 
pocket-book,  they  chiefly  concern  you,  Mr. 
Tregannon,"  and  I  think,  added  the  magis- 
trate, '^  as  far  as  I  can  judge  from  the  little  I 
heard  of  your  history,  the  other  day,  that  the 
papers  which  I  now  give  you,  will,  in  the  eyes 
of  the  world,  at  all  events,  establish  your 
right  to  the  honorable  name  you  bear." 

**  I  feel  grateful  to  you,  Mr.  Fordyce,"  said 
our  hero,  **  for  your  attention.  My  case  will 
shortly  come  before  the  public,  and  my  rights 
be  judged  by  the  laws  of  the  land.  It  is,  I  am 
aware,  difficult  and  tedious  to  dispute  u  suc- 
cession, but  if  1  clearly  prove  my  right  to  the 
name  I  bear,  I  care  little  if  the  law  refuses  to 
substantiate  my  claims  to  the  property." 

**  Well,  you  will  be  able  to  judge,"  replied 
the  magistrate,  unlocking  his  desk  and  taking 
out  a  roll  of  paper.  *'  This,"  he  continued, 
handing  it  to  our  hero,  "  seems  to  be  a  con- 
fession  written  by  the  man  you  termed  Black 
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is  Colonel  Thornback's  own  \s  riting ;  and  a  few 
papers  which  throw  some  light  upon  a  gang  of 
coiners  that  inhabited  the  lloukery  of  St.  Giles's. 
We  have  also  discovered  where  the  boly  of 
George  Thornback  was  buried.  The  landlord 
of  the  ^  rickaxe,'  says  that  it  was  convoyed  into 
the  cellar  of  the  ale-house,  and  from  that  cellar 
there  is  a  way  to  get  into  a  vault,  purposely 
made  for  concealment,  and  then  buried ;  in  that 
vault  it  was  their  intention  to  confine  you,  for 
what  purpose  we  have  not  yet  been  able  to  in- 
duce the  host  of  the  ale-house  to  say.  I  will 
not,  gentlemen,"  continued  Mr.  Fordyce, 
^'  detain  you  any  longer,  as  you  will  be  anxious 
to  examine-  the  paper  I  have  given  you.  Of 
course  the  evidence  of  the  constable  who  be- 
held the  manner  in  which  you  obtained  it,  and 
my  own,  as  to  the  examination  of  the  contents, 
will  be  ready  any  time  you  think  necessary  to 
call  upon  us." 

Shaking  the   magistrate   by   the    hand,    the 
two    gentlemen    left   the    office   and   hastened 
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back  to  the  hotel,  and  on  reaching  their  ap- 
partment,  anxiously  opened  the  roll  of  paper. 
Claude  read  aloud  the  contents  :  — 

*'  I  know  not  how  it  is,  William,  but  I  feel 
an  unaccountable  sensation  of  coming  evil 
creeping  over  me.  I  have  an  idea  that  this 
project  of  mine  will  end  in  my  death  ;  be  it  so  ; 
if  I  succeed  in  securing  the  person  of  Tregan- 
uon,  you  know  how  to  make  the  most  of  him. 
Now  that  you  may  fully  know  how  to  act 
should  I  die,  I  will  give  you  a  clear  account, 
which  I  have  not  yet  done,  of  all  the  circum- 
stances relative  to  him  ;  I  will  now  explain  to 
you  the  whole  affair — 

"  James  Tregannon  the  present  Baronet  and 
I  had  been  long  acquainted  before  his  uncle's  death 
—  I  had  joined  a  tribe  of  gipsies  to  keep  out 
of  the  way,  after  a  bud  job  wo  hud  made  at 
Leeds — we  were  encamped  on  Truro  couimoD, 
where  James  Tregannon  came  to  my  tent  and 
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proposed  to  me  to  aid  him  in  stealing  his  uncle's 
heir  from  Trogannon  House — 

^'  ^  And  what  benefit  do  you  expect  to  gain 
by  that,'  I  demanded. 

^<^  Don't  you  know,'  said  he,  Hhat  I  am 
the  next  heir.' 

^'^You  may  be,'  I  replied,  'but  the  Bar- 
onet, you  say,  is  not  an  old  man,  and  the  benefit 
is  too  remote,  besides  I  hope  you  do  not  intend 
murdering  the  child,  for  if  you  do  I  will  have 
no  hand  in  the  afi'air.' 

*'  *  What  do  ■  you  take  me  for,'  he  angrily 
exclaimed,  ^  I  have  no  intention  of  hurting  the 
boy  ;  the  loss  of  the  child  will  kill  the  father, 
and  the  day  I  gain  the  property  you  shall 
have  five  thousand  pounds.' 

*'  ^  I  consented.' 

^^The  child  was  stolen — the  father  poisoned 
himself  the  very  same  night;  my  child  was 
drowned  in  the  Fal  three  or  four  days  after,  and 
was  buried  as  I  told  you,  as  the  Baronet's  son. 
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With   gunpowder   I   tattooed  the  initial  letters 

H.  C.   T on  the  stolen  child's  shoulder, 

which  no  doubt  remain  to  this  present  day. 
You  are  aware,  William,  of  what  occurred  to 
the  boy  afterwards,  how  he  fell  into  the  hands 
of  his  own  uncle ;  I  told  you  all  this  briefly 
the  first  evening  we  passed  together.  I  now 
come  to  my  interview  with  James  Tregannon 
on  the  night  I  stopped  the  Axmiuster  Coach, 
for  though  I  told  you  how  we  met,  I  did 
not  tell  you  what  passed  between  us ; 
I  upbraided  him  for  not  keeping  his  faith  with 
me,  and  he  after  stating  the  reasons  said — 

**^That  cursed  attorney,  Stonehenge,  has 
me  in  his  power,  he  can  do  as  he  pleases,  in 
fact,  he  forced  me  to  marry  his  daugliter.' 

"  *  Why,'  said  I,  *  does  he  know  you  stole 
the  child  ?' 

'^  '  Worse  than  that,'  said  he,  *  he  by  chance 
obtained  possession  of  a  paper  which  would 
hang  me  if  brought  into  a  criminal  court.' 

*'  *  What's  on  it,  is  it  a  forgery  or  what?' 
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''  ^No,  it's  not  a  forgery,  but  I  would  wil- 
lingly give  five  thousand  pounds  for  that  paper. 
I  know  that  Stonchengc  has  it;  and  I 
know  not  the  moment,  if  I  attempt  to  prevent 
his  doing  what  he  likes  with  the  property,  that 
he  may  use  it,  and  hang  me.' 

*^  ^  Do  you  think  V  I  asked  after  a  moment's 
thought,  '  that  there  is  any  way  of  getting 
possession  of  that  paper  ?' 

*'  ^  Yes,'  he  replied  with  a  grim  smile,  ^  you 
might  by  choking  that  rascally  attorney.' 

^*  *  Thank  you,'  said  I,  '  you  want  me  to 
get  my  neck  into  the  same  noose — no,  no  blood 
letting  for  uie.' 

*^ '  I  had  no  such  meaning,'  said  James  Tre- 
gannon,  ^I  will  tell  you  how  you  might  pro- 
bably get  this  document.  I  have  given  you 
the  order  on  Stonchengc  for  six  thousand 
pounds — you  will  have  an  interview  with  him 
— you  will  be  alone  with  hin,  let  the  interview 
take  place  late  in  the  evening;  threaten  to  take 
his  life  if  he    does  not   deliver  up  to  you  the 


THE  YOUNG  COMMANDKIf.  2()5 

paper  be  holds.  It' you  get  that  paper,  1  will 
give  you  four  thousand  pounds  more,  making 
ten  thousand  pounds  altogether.' 

*'  I  began  to  consider  over  this  proposal,  tor 
there  was  great  risk  and  danger  in  it.  still  it 
was  possible  it  might  be  done,  but  how  was  1 
to  get  paid  the  four  thousand  pounds.  This 
question  I  asked  him — 

''  *  Do  not  you  see,'  he  observed,  '  that  if 
you  possess  this  paper,  you  hold  my  life  in 
your  hands ;  once  that  document  is  out  of 
Stonehenge's  possession,  his  power  over  mo 
ceases,  he  dares  not  make  public  his  knowledge 
tliat  I  stole  the  child,  he  has  no  proof  what- 
ever of  my  having  committed  the  act,  he  will 
therefore  not  criminate  himself.' 

*'  *  Well,'  said  I,  not  at  all  convinced,  ^  wo 
shall  sec.  Suppose  I  do  get  the  document  you 
speak  of,  where  shall  I  hear  of  you,  and  how 
get  paid  for  delivering  it  up  to  you?' 

**  *  Come  over  to  Paris ;  here  is  my  ad- 
dress.' lie  gave  me  a  card,  which,  urifortu- 
YOL.    II.  N 
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nately,  as  it  turiifl  out,  I  lost  ;  *  and  wo  shall 
soon  arrange  mat  torn  ;  my  wife  has  jewels  to 
double  that  amount.  At  all  events,  see  what 
you  can  do,  and  write  to  me.' 

**  And  thus  wo  parted. 

*' Shortly  after  t[)is,  1  went  into  Cornwall, 
and  adopted  a  miner's  dress,  went  down 
Polgolwin  mine,  and  staid  three  or  lour  days 
with  the  men.  1  knew  1  should  be  safe  there 
for  weolvs.  I  then  paid  a  visit  to  the  attorney 
Stonehcnge  ;  lie  received  me  in  the  library  ;  1 
went  purposely  at  a  late  hour,  and  irightened 
him  not  a  little.  After  some  shufHing,  he 
promised  to  give  me  tlie  money  I  was  entitled 
to,  and  I  agreed  to  come  at  an  appointed  time 
to  receive  it.  The  hour  was  ten  at  night ;  1 
wished  to  make  sure  of  the  money  before  I 
tried  any  experiments  about  the  docuraeut 
James  Tregannon  wanted,  though  I  iblt  some 
curiosity  about  it.  I  was  aware  that  he  had 
some  way  of  getting  into  Tregannon  house — 
for,  though  he  did   not   tell    me,  1  knew  from 
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his  drunken  wife   that  the  very  night  of  the 
Baronet's  death  he  had  entered  the  house." 

Claude  hero  paused,  fur  a  moment,  and 
looked  into  the  serious  features  of  Sir  Charles 
Trccastle. 

^*  I  fear,"  he  observed,  in  a  tone  of  great 
emotion,  "that  my  suspicions  will  be  con- 
firmed— that  that  unnatural  wretch,  in  some 
unaccountable  manner,  murdered  my  unfortu- 
nate father." 

**  Good  God,  Claude,  it  looks  very  like  it  ; 
but,  go  on — we  shall  get  at  the  truth  by-and- 
bye." 

Our  hero,  with  a  deep  sigh,  continued — 

"  It  was  a  wild,  stormy  night,  the  one  ap- 
pointed for  my  meeting  with  the  attorney 
Stonehenge,  but  1  reached  the  house,  drenched 
to  the  skin,  and  was  admitted  by  his  man  into 
the  library.  The  attorney  was  waiting  for  me, 
and,  after  a  few  words,  unlocked  an  iron  chest, 
V   2 
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and  took  out  tlio  amount  he  was  to  give  ino 
in  notes — Bank  of  England  notes.  As  bo 
stood  looking  into  the  iron  clicst,  settling  some 
papers,  I  came  suddenly  behind  him,  and 
seized  bim  by  the  throat — lie  could  not  utter  a 
sound — he  was  like  a  child  in  my  grasp,  as  1 
held  bim  tight  enough  to  prevent  bis  crying 
out,  yet  not  sufficiently  so  to  prevent  his 
breathing.  I  happened  to  cast  my  eyes  into 
the  iron  casket  and  upon  the  contents  within,  the 
lamp  threw  a  strong  light — a  folded  letter  lay 
on  the  top — and  I  read  on  it— '  A  docu- 
ment relating  to  James  Tregannon — found 
July  the  11th,  178 — .'  It  struck  me  at  once 
that  this  was  the  very  paper  I  reqiiired — the 
date  was  as  near  as  possible  to  the  time* 
Laying  down  the  knife  I  had  drawn  to  frighten 
Stouehenge,  I  took  up  the  paper — I  saw  the 
attorney's  eyes  glaring  and  starting  from  bis 
head,  and  be  shook  all  over  as  if  struck  with 
the  palsy.  1  whispered  in  his  ear,  as  I  placed 
bim  in  his  chair — 


THE  YOUNG  COMMANDER.  269 

"  *  I  will  release  you,  but  utter  a  cry,  or  a 
sound  above  your  breath,  and  you  die.' 

**  Relaxing  my  hold,  the  miserable  attorney 
fell  back  in  his  chair,  gasping  for  breath,  but 
completely  cowed.  I  rose  up,  fastened  tlie 
door,  then  filled  him  out  a  glass  of  wine,  and 
handing  it  to  him,  said- — 

'*  ^  You  need  not  tremble — if  this  is  tlie 
paper  I  seek  I  will  neither  harm  or  rob  you  of 
aught  else.' 

"  He  drank  the  wine,  for  his  lips  were  glued 
together,  and  he  was  fearfully  pale — but  I  s.iw 
clearly  enough  that  there  was  no  danger  of  his 
giving  the  alarm — he  was  crushed — annihi- 
lated. I  then  took  the  paper,  and  was  break- 
ing the  seal,  when  he  called  out  — 

"  *  Stay  one  moment ;  if  you  are  doing  this 
for  gol  1,  hear  me.' 

"  I  paused,  with  my  hand  on  the  seal. 

*'  *  Well,'  said  I,   '  what  have  you  to  say  ?' 

**  lie  breathed  hard,  but,  at  last,  said,  shak- 
ing with  anxiety — 
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**  *  Do  you  know  the  contents  of  that  letter  ? 
on  your  soul,  speak  the  truth.' 

'*  *  I  do  not/  said  1. 

**  His  eyes  flashed  with  excitement,  as, 
rising,  he  laid  his  trembUng  hand  on  my  arm, 
saying — 

*^  *  Name  the  sum  you  will  take,  and  give 
me  back  that  letter  without  reading  it.* 

**  Now  this  I  was  determined  not  to  do,  for 
I  always  keep  faith,  till  faith  was  broken  with 
me  ;  but  I  paused,  saying — 

"  '  Why,  how  is  this — this  paper  is  valuable 
to  you  as  well  as  to  my  worthy  friend,  the 
Baronet — 1  have  sworn  to  give  it  him,  and  I 
must  keep  faith — its  contents  cannot  injure 
you.' 

*^  Stonehenge  trembled  with  rage. 

'*  *  Look  you  hero,'  said  he,  and  turning 
suddenly  round,  he  advanced  to  the  table,  and 
opening  a  case  on  it,  to  my  surprise,  took  out 
a  brace  of  pistols,  and  standing  behind  the 
great  library  table,  with  a  face  fearfully  pale, 
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and  holding  thoni  towards  my  lioud,  said — 
*X()\v,  villain,  drop  that  papor  and  begone — 
if  you  do  not,  let  the  consequences  be  what 
they  may,  I'll  blow  your  brains  out.' 

'*  I  burst  out  into  a  laugh,  fur  I  mver 
dreamed  of  the  little  attorney's  pluckiu:^  up 
courage  to  han<lle  so  deadly  a  weajion,  and 
putting  the  document  into  my  pocket,  was 
rising  from  my  chair,  when,  either  purj>osely, 
or  from  agitation,  or  nervousness,  I  think  the 
latter,  he  pulled  the  triggers  of  both  pistols. 
I  had  a  narrow  escape  of  it — one  of  the  bails 
took  the  skin  from  the  side  of  my  head,  the 
other  went  trash  into  a  large  mirror  at  my 
back.  I  stood,  for  a  moment,  astounded,  and 
Stoneheuge  staggered  back,  dropping  the 
pistol, 

*'  '  Well,'  said  I,  *  yuu  h;^ve  made  a  mess  of 
it — but  pluck  up  your  courage,  I  will  not  betray 
you — you  have  alarmed  the  house — say  it  was 
an  accident  in  showing  me  the  pistols.' 

**  1  unlocked  the  door,  just  as  his  man  John 
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came  rusliing  along  the  passage,  followed  by 
Bome  of  the  otiicr  servants.' 

**  Stonehcngo  gasped  for  breath,  but  stam- 
mered out — 

**  *  It\^  an  accident — there's  not  much  harm 
done.' 

**  As  he  ^^as  speaking  these  words,  his 
youngest  daughter  rushed  wildly  into  the 
room,  pale  as  death ;  she  cast  a  look  of  ab- 
horrence at  me,  and  then  ran  to  her  father, 
saying— 

^'  *  Good  God,  father,  has  this  man  then  at- 
tempted your  life  ?' 

*^  ^  IIo,  ho,'  thought  I  to  myself,  '  this  girl 
seems  to  know  more  than  she  ought.' 

^'  Before  her  father  could  reply,  so  com- 
pletely shaken  was  he,  I  took  up  my  hat, 
and  looking  his  daughter  steadily  in  the  face, 
said — 

**  '  You  have  strange  ideas,  miss — your 
worthy  father  was  going  to  give  me  those 
pistols  to  Icok  at,  but  not  knowing  much  about 
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such  things,  and  they  being  incautiously 
cockedj  he  pulled  the  triggers  by  accident  ; 
you  see,  miss,  it  was  me,  that  was  nearly  killed 
by  the  accident,'  wiping,  as  I  spoke,  a  stream 
of  blood  from  my  head.  ^  There  is  no  harm 
done,  so  I  wish  you  good  night.  Come,  John  ;' 
and  I  laid  my  hand  on  that  indivi<lual  ;  '  she^v 
me  the  way  out— it  is  late." 

"John  started  as  if  shot,  looked  at  liis 
master,  who  was  wiping  his  forehead  with  his 
handkerchief,  utterly  unable  to  speak.  No 
sooner  was  I  outside  the  house,  than  I  made 
the  best  of  my  way  to  my  retreat,  and  took  the 
earliest  opportunity  of  opening  the  letter, 
inside  which  was  a  crumpled  piece  of  paper. 
carefully  folded.  This  I  spread  out  before  me, 
and  road  the  few  line*;  it  contained  on  one  side, 
and  the  letter  on  the  other  ;  and  thus  I  under- 
stood the  whole  at  onco,  an  1  so  will  you  when 
you  get  the  docnmc  nt  ;  for  T  will  not  put  it\ 
contents  on  paper." 
N  5 
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Claude  Trcgannon  again  paused,  and  looked 
at  bis  brother-in-law  with  an  expression  of 
intense  disappointment. 

**  Road  on,  Claude — read  on,"  said  Sir 
Charles,  greatly  interested,  ^^all  this  is  very 
strange  ;  you  will  find  he  gives  some  direction 
to  bis  brother  where  to  get  this  document,  or 
else  the  Colonel,  having  read  it,  has  placed  it 
elsewhere.  It  must  contain  most  important 
matter ;  but  read  on,  I  am  quite  impatient. 


THE  TOUNQ    COMMANDER.  275 


ClIAPTER  XIII. 


CiAUDE   resumod   reading    without    aiis.veriug 
Sir  Charles :  — 

**  Uaviiig  now  possession  of  this  important 
docuineut,  I  resolved  to  phice  it  in  a  safe  place 
till  1  heard  from  James  Tregannon,  for  I  had 
no  notion  of  going  to  France  then,  and  it  was 
very  doubtful  to  me  if  a  letter  would  over 
reach  him.  Still  I  detern)iaed,  as  he  had  paid 
me  the  six  thousand  pounds  and  so  far  kept 
faith,  that  Stonehenge  should  never  again  hold 
this  document,    I   therefore  determined  to  con- 
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coal  it,  wljoro  lie,  if  he  ever  came  to  this 
countiy,  would  find  it,  or  I  myself  could  get  it 
attain  ;  for  it  was  not  a  document  to  can-y 
about  mo.  I  therefore  enclosed  it  in  a  flat 
tin  case,  and  proceeded  to  the  cave,  placed  the 
tin  case  in  a  hole  where  no  water  could  reach 
it,  and  exactly  over  the  hole,  which  is  not 
easily  seen,  I  cut,  with  a  chisel,  a  deep  cross 
in  the  rock,  I  then  prepared  to  start  for 
America." 

^'  You  must  go,  Claude,  this  very  night," 
hastily  interrupted  Sir  Charles  Trecastle,  '^and 
search  for  that  hiding  place.  God  grant  that 
the  Colonel  does  not  get  there  before  you." 

*'  I  will,"  replied  Claude  ;  ^^ut  the  Colonel 
is  before  mo,  depend  on  it.  Let  me  proceed 
"with  my  reading — 

"  I  liave  already  told  you,"  coritinued  George 
Thornback,  '^  all  about  my  passage  and  ship- 
wreck. What  you  have  now  to  do,  William, 
is  this,  should  anything  happen  to  me  in  this 
afiair.     If  Claude  Tregannon  is  captured,  go  to 
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that  young  girl  to  whom  he  is  attacliod  ;  her 
uncle  will  freely  pay  five  thousand  pounds  fur 
his  release." 

"  Now  there  is  another  thing  conios  into 
my  mind  at  this  moment,  which,  I  think, 
you  may,  if  I  full,  make  something  of. 
When  I  met  James  Tregannon  at  Charmouth, 
amongst  other  things,  he  said  to  me — *  Do 
you  know  Stonehengc  says  that  the  estate 
of  Pentovcn  (ah,  excUiifned  Sir  Chirles)  liold 
by  Sir  Charles  Trecastle,  in  right  of  his  wife — 
is  also  mine — if  I  think  right  to  cliim  it  ;  fur 
Stonehenge  says  it  was  never  properly  made 
over  to  Lady  Trecastle,  only  by  a  simph^  for  n, 
and  that  it  became  mine  on  my  succeeding  to 
the  Tregannon  estate  ;  but  that  considering  it 
only  worth  about  fourteen  or  tiftoen  hundred 
a-year,  it  was  better  not  to  make  a  stir  about 
it.  Therefore,  it  remains  in  their  h;inds. 
While  residing  in  the  mine,  I  heard  tliat 
this  estate  is  now  worth  ten  thousand  a-year, 
and    more.     If    so,    you    can    make    a    ;.'(>Uil 
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thing  of  it,  if  you  can  either  find  out  James 
Tregannon  or  frighten  Sir  Charles,  who,  I  dare 
say,  tliinks  lie  is  all  right." 

*^  Confound  the  scoundrel,"  interrupted  Sir 
Charles.  ^'  Why  the  ruffian  thought  I  would 
probably  bribe  him  to  keep  this  secret." 

^'  I  have  nothing  more  to  relate,  William," 
continued  Claude,  ^^  except  the  marks  by  which 
you  may  discover  this  cave.  James  Tregannon 
owes  me  fairly  four  thousand  pounds  for  that 
document.  I  treated  that  boy  cruelly,  and  per- 
haps if  he  had  not  struck  me,  and  cast  me  to 
the  earth  like  a  dog,  I  might — no  matter.  Do 
you,  William,  make  the  best  of  these  commu- 
nications, should  we  never  meet  again." 

After  this  followed  a  long  and  minute  de- 
scription of  the  cave  and  the  vicinity,  which  it 
is  needless  to  repeat. 

"WelV  said  Sir  Charles,  '' so  far,  this  is 
very  satisfactory.  AVe  must  hand  this  over  to 
Paulet  ;  but  first  let  Saunders  read  it. 
It  is  convincing  enough,  in  my  opinion,  though 
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one  scarcely  knows  what  lawyers  require.  You 
must  bo  off  to-night,  but  on  no  account  visit 
that  cave  without  a  strong  party,  because  this 
rascally  Colonel,  concluding  that  the  pocket- 
book  fell  into  your  hands,  and  that  you  would 
search  the  cave,  might  get  there  before  you, 
and  perhaps  league  with  some  other  rascals  to 
do  you  mischief.     So  take  care.'* 

"  1  will  take  Treestrail  and  half-a-dozen  of 
the  farm-servants,  but  I  trust  I  may  reach  the 
place  before  him." 

That  night  he  left  London.  On  reaching 
Tregannon,  and  visiting  the  cave  with  Mr. 
Treestrail  and  half-a-dozen  stout  farm-8ervant«, 
he  easily  found  the  mark  of  the  cross,  and  also 
the  hole  and  to  his  great  joy  he  discovered 
the  tin  case,  but  was  doomed  to  be  again  baftled, 
for  on  opening  it,  he  pulled  forth  a  slip  of 
paper,  and  on  it  he  road,  with  vexation,  tho 
following  words : — 

"  Remember,  you  struck  me  and   killed  ray 


280  T7IE    TOUNQ    COMMVNDER. 

brother.  I  swore  then  to  be  revenged,  and  the 
day  will  come  when  my  oath  will  be  fulfilled. 
Till  then,  remember, 

**  William  Thornback.'' 

Sir  Charles  Trecastle  was  amazingly  disap- 
pointed at  the  result  of  this  journey. 

**  That  villain  is  as  bad,  if  not  worse,  than 
his  brother.  You  must  be  careful,"  he  ex- 
claimed. 

'^  I  sail  in  two  days,  my  dear  sir,  and  1  trust 
before  I  return  that  that  imposter  will  be  either 
caught,  or  have  to  fly  the  kingdom.  1  feel 
greatly  annoved,"  he  continued,  "about  the 
Fentoven  estate  ;  for  depend  upon  it,  if  Wil- 
liam Thornback  can  communicate  with  J.imes 
Tregannou^  he  will  claim  it." 

"  Pooh,  never  mind,  my  dear  boy,"  said  the 
good-humoured  Sir  Charles ;  "  there  is  no 
doubt  whatever  of  your  claims  being  esta- 
blished. I  have  seen  my  friend  Paulet,  and 
his  opinion  is  decidedly  in  your  favour.     Mind 
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you,  he  never  had  any  doubt  of  your  birth,  but, 
as  he  said  before,  to  disturb  or  dispute  a  suc- 
cession is  a  difficult  and  tedious  affair ;  and, 
with  the  proofs  we  now  possess,  both  Saunders 
and  Paulet  are  confident  of  your  success. 
By-the-bye,"  dear  Claude,"  added  Sir  Charles, 
in  rather  a  hesitating  manner,  "  I  was  speaking 
to  Saunders  about  your  Aunt  Bond's  property, 
which  you  know  will  be  yours.     Now  here — " 

"  Stay,  my  dear  sir,"  interrupted  Claude, 
with  a  smile,  and  laying  his  hand  on  his  bro- 
ther-in-law's arm  ;  "  you  want  to  anticipate 
the  law.  Julia  ought  to  have  told  you  that  1 
positively  insisted  that  there  should  be  no 
change  of  property,  either  now  or  hereafter,  or 
interference  with  anytliing  she  possessed.  If  I 
recover  my  birthright,  what  on  earth  can  1 
desire  more  ?" 

**  But,  my  dear  boy,  you  must  not  upset  the 
law  in  this  romantic  kind  of  way,"  said  Sir 
Charles,  good-humouredly.  **  Your  aunt's 
property   went   to    the   next  of  kin,    male  of 
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course,  but  in  default  of  male  heirs,  to  the 
female  branch — thus  Julia  would  liavo  suc- 
ceeded to  tlie  property,  had  not  James  Tregan- 
non  become  heir-at-law.  Now  this  property 
remains  unclaimed.  Stonehenge  put  in  no 
claims  fur  James  Tregannon,  strange  to  say, 
and  there  it  lies  accumulating.  Now,  as  it 
will  come  to  you  in  the  end,  you  must  allow 
me  to  advance  you  a  few  thousands,  so  that  you 
may  appear — " 

*'  But,  my  dear  sir,''  interrupted  Claude, 
laughing,  "you  forget  that  I  am  Commander 
of  the  '  Surinam.'  "What  on  eai-th  am  I  to  do 
with  a  thousand  pounds.  1  have  more  than  I 
want  till  I  return;  we  will  talk  all  about 
money  matters  then  ;  now  I  wish  to  say  a  few 
words  about  dear  Mary.  My  friend,  Frederick 
Delaw^are,  spoke  to  uic  in  confidence  the  other 
day  ;  he  has  become  warmly  attached  to  Mary, 
whose  beauty  and  sweetness  of  disposition  have 
made  a  powerful  impression  on  his  heart.  He 
is  as  generous  and  as  high-principled  a  young 
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man  as  any  in  the  land,  and  I  hope  to  interost 
you  in  his  favour.  Next  to  my  own  union 
with  Fanny,  there  is  nothing  I  so  ardently 
wish  as  that  of  Mary's  with  Frederick  Dela- 
ware. I  do  not  speak  of  fortune — that  is  a 
secondary  consideration  ;  but  he  has  a  noble 
property,  and  if  it  pleases  God  that  I  succeed 
in  regaining  Tregannon,  Mary  shall  not  want 
a  fortune  equal  to  her  beauty  and  worth." 

**  I  am  delighted  at  this,"  sai  I  Sir  Charles 
Trecastle  *'  I  knew  his  father  well,  the  son  is 
a  handsome  noble  minded  fellow,  by  Jove. 
After  all  its  not  half  as  seltish  a  world  as 
people  imagine  it.  Why  the  other  day  your 
friend  Delaware  said  to  mo  *  excuse  me,  Sir 
Charles,  for  interfering  in  Claude's  atFairs,  while 
he  has  you  at  his  elbow  ;  but  you  are  a  family 
man,  I  am  not  ;  I  have  lots  of  spare  cash,  and 
if  a  few  thousands  are  wanted  to  carry  out  his 
suit,  it's  ready  at  a  moments  warning.  You  see, 
Claude,  he  knew  what  a  queer   fellow  you   are 
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in  pecuniary  matters.  Therefore  he  came  to 
oflfer  the  money  to  me — not  you." 

*^  I  know  him  well,  Sir  Charles,  and  am  de- 
lighted that  you  like  him." 

'^  Yes,"  returned  Sir  Charles,  with  a  smile, 
''  and  what's  better,  so  does  little  Mary ;  and 
if  he  do(\s  not  make  her  strike  her  colours 
before  you  come  back,  I'm  no  prophet." 
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CIIAPTER  XIV. 


BfPORE  proceeding  any  further  with  the  ad- 
ventures of  our  hero,  and  before  we  quit  the 
shores  of  merry  EngUxnd,  to  traveree  the  wido 
waters  of  the  Atlantic,  we  must  give  our  read- 
ers some  account  of  the  proceedings  of  Mr. 
Stonehenge  and  family  previous  to  his  abscond- 
ing with  the  fifty  thousand  pounds. 

Mr.  Stonehenge's  object,  once  he  became,  to 
a  certain  extent,  Master  of  Tregannon  was  to 
throw  every  possible  obstacle  in  the  way  of 
James    Tregannon's  residing   in   England,    ho 
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tlicroforc  made  no  attempt  to  buy  off  the 
constaLlo,  Tivlawney's,  evidence,  thougli,  in  re- 
ality he  received  an  anonymous  letter  in  which 
it  was  cautioudy  offered  to  sink  the  whole 
affair  of  the  Leeds  burglary,  for  a  sum  of  two 
thousand  pounds. 

The  Attorney  wrote  a  reply,  but"  statgd  that 
if  he  could  lay  his  hands  on  the  writer  he 
would  make  him  pay  for  his  libellous  insinu- 
ation against  Sir  James  Trcgannon. 

lie  constantly  corresponded  with  his  son-in- 
law,  and  his  daughter^';  by  their  letters  he 
learned  that  they  lived  in  great  splendour  iu 
Paris,  and  that  Sir  James,  always  of  republican 
principles,  had  joined  a  club  were  the  infamous 
Santerre,  and  the  Marquis  of  St.  Suruges,  were 
his  most  intimate  companions,  that,  in  fact, 
he  had  finally  renounced  his  country  and  title, 
and  was  become  one  of  the  most  furious  repub- 
licans in  Paris. 

It  was  at  this  period  that  he  came  secretly 
to  England,  to  induce  Stonehenge  to  raise  fifty 
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thousand  pounds  on  the  propi^rty,  which  ho 
wished  to  invest  in  France.  This  was  a  pro- 
posal quite  against  tlio  Attorney's  wishes,  for 
it  would  cripple  the  property.  He  there- 
fore said,  it  was  a  difficult  loan  to  negotiate, 
but  he  would  communicate  with  hira. 

The  first  visit  of  Black  George  to  Mr. 
Stonehenge  frio;htened  the  Attorney  exceed- 
ingly. The  second,  when  he  possessed  himself 
of  the  important  document,  which  he  thought 
he  held  so  securely,  nearly  caused  him  to  lose 
his  senses. 

After  his  departure,  and  tlie  servants  had 
retired,  Mrs.  Stonehenge  being  ill  in  bod,  the 
father  and  daughter  were  Iclt  alone.  Mr. 
Stonehenge  lay  reclining  back  in  his  chair,  pale 
and  ghastly,  with  his  hands  clasped  together, 
and  his  eyes  fixed  upon  the  spot  where  his 
terrible  visitor  had  so  lately  stood. 

Rosa  loved  her  lather  much  ;  she  was  a 
gentle,  amiable,  and  handsome  girl,  and  throw- 
ing herself  on   her  knees,   she    took   his   cold 
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trembling  hand  in  hers,  saying,  with  tears  in 
her  eyes — 

"  Father,  dear  father,  quit  this  fatal  mansion 
— give  up  to  the  rightful  owner  this " 

^'  Great  God,  what  do  you  mean  girl,''  ex- 
elaimed  Mr.  Stonehenge,  roused  from  his  ab- 
straction by  the  strange  words  of  his  daughter. 
"  Are  you  mad,  what  do  you  mean  ?" 

*^  Alas  !  alas  !  dear  father,"  replied  Rosa, 
rising  and  standing  before  him,  her  face 
pale,  it  is  true,  but  her  words  clear  and  dis- 
tinct. ''  I  myself  have  committed  a  great 
error,  still  I  was  induced  to  do  so  from  an 
ardent  desire  to  save  your  soul,  as  well  aa 
your — " 

**  You  will  drive  me  mad,  girl,"  interrupted 
the  father,  **  say  at  once  wliat  you  are  hinting 
at." 

**  Well,  then,  father,"  said  Eosa,  unshrink- 
ingly, '^  I  overheard  every  woid  that  passed 
between  you,  and  that  fearful  man,  you  call 
Black  George,  the  first  night  he  came  here." 
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Mr.  Stonehcnge's  face  grew  livid  with  rage, 
but  before  giving  way  to  liis  passion,  he  paused 
to  think  ;  and  knowing  his  daughter's  char- 
acter and  disposition  well,  he  resolved  to  use 
artifice  to  deceive  his  child.  Mastering  his 
rage  and  fear,  he,  after  a  moment,  composed 
bis  features  and  holding  out  his  hand,  took  that 
of  his  daughter,  and  made  her  sit  beii  le  him. 

*'My  child,"  said  the  hypocrite,  "  you  have 
done  wrong;  that  you  have  acknowledged,  and  I 
will  say  no  more,  till  you  tell  me,  w^hat  induced 
you  to  play  the  spy  upon  your  father;  1  will  then 
prove  to  you  that  I  was  this  very  night  trying 
to  undo  the  evil  that  has  been  committed. 
Mind  you,  I  knew  not,  till  the  other  evening, 
the  full  extent  of  the— the— -error  ;"  he  could 
not  say  crime,  "  that  has  been  committed." 

*' Dear  father,"  replied  Eosa,  **  It  occurred 
simply  thus — you  know  I  never  believed  the 
late  Baronet's  son  was  drowned,  it  perpetually 
dwelt  in  my  mind,  that  he  was  still  in  exis- 
tence, and  probably  would  be  brought  up   to  a 
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life  of  degradation  and  sorrow  by  the  wretches 
that  stole  him.'' 

^'  Eomantic  nonsense,"  sharply  muttered 
Mr.  Stonehenge. 

But  Eosa  continued  calmly — 

^*  The  other  evening,  or  rather  night,  I  was 
returning  from  the  housekeeper's  room,  with 
something  my  mother  required,  when  I  over- 
heard the  insolent  and  violent  words  used  by 
the  man,  who  persisted  on  seeing  you  ;  as  John 
conducted  him  through  the  lower  hall,  I  had 
a  clear  view  of  hiui,  and  an  unaccountable  desire 
took  possession  of  me,  to  hear  what  the  man 
could  want  at  that  hour  of  the  night — for  a 
Captain  of  a  mine^  I  was  convinced,  he  was 
not — I  could  not  resist  tlie  wish,  so  taking  the 
jelly  to  my  mother's  chamber  I  returned  and 
placed  myself  at  the  private  door  leading  into  this 
study,  it  was  open,  and  only  a  silk  curtain,  as 
you  know,  was  between  me  and  this  room, 
I  therefore  heard  all." 

Conquering  the  vexation  be  felt,  Mr.  Stone- 
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henge  inwardly  cursed  his  stupidity  in  not 
locking  his  private  door,  from  which  there  was 
a  communication  with  the  library.  After  a 
pause  of  a  few  moments,  he  said  : 

'*Asyou  heard  all  that  passed,  Rosa,  you  must 
have  learned,  that  though  I  knew  the  heir  was 
stolen,  yet  I  thought  the  child  had  perished  by 
the  upsetting  of  the  boat,  as  James  Tregannou 
stated.  I  certainly  committed  a  great  error  in 
permitting  my  daughter  to  marry  the  Baro- 
net, knowing  him  to  be  guilty  of  various  crimes; 
but  alas  !  my  child,"  continued  the  attorney  with 
a  sigh,  a  very  hypocritical  sigh,  '^  the  desire  of 
aggrandizing  my  family,  and  the  hope  that 
James  Tregannon  would  reform,  blinded  me 
to  the  consequences,  and  when  that  man  came 
to-night,"  (the  attorney  was  sure  he  was  not 
overheard  the  second  night  of  Black  George'^ 
visit,  for  tho  door  of  his  chamber  was  locked.) 
^*  I  was  resolved  to  know  what  became  of  tlie 
unfortunate  boy,  and  to  see  about  doing  some- 
thing for  him  ;  for  unless  you  wish  to  see  your 
o  2 
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unfortunate  father  bung,  or  transported,  great 
caution  and  time  will  bo  required  to  set 
tbings  to  rights.  1  cannot  leave  my  daughter 
to  starve,  or  deprive  your  mother  and  your- 
self of  every  means  of  support." 

**  God  forbid,  father,"  said  Rosa,  earnestly, 
and  a  little  frightened,  ^*all  I  wish  is  that  you 
may  recover  your  former  peace  of  mind,  for, 
— I  have  long  perceived  that  jou  are  far  from 
happy." 

"  I  must  have  time,"  interrupted  Mr.  Stone- 
henge,  *^  I  will  secure  what  property  I  have, 
try  and  place  your  sister  and  her  husband 
beyond  the  reach  of  the  law  and  poverty,  and 
we  will  then  quit  this  country  for  America ; 
but,  Rosa,  promise  me  faithfully,  that  not  one 
word  of  what  you  know  passes  your  lips  to 
any  human  being." 

Poor  Rosa  readily  made  the  promise,  but 
entreated  her  father  to  rescue  the  stolen  heir 
from  the  clutches  of  that  terrible  man  Black 
George,  and  plan  it  so  that,  upon  their  depai^ 
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ture   from    England,    he    might    recover    his 
rights. 

Mr.  Stonehongc  after  this  disclosure,  and 
his  last  interview  with  George  Thornback, 
came  to  the  resolution  to  get  out  of  England 
as  soon  as  he  could  do  so  conveniently  ;  that 
is,  when  he  could  contrive  to  abscond  with  the 
largest  possible  sum  he  could  raise  or  get 
together.  He  had  just  discovered  that  the 
Pentoven  property  was  held  by  Lady  Tre- 
castle.  without  any  positive,  legal  claim,  and 
that  James  Tregannon,  as  heir  at  law,  could 
claim  it.  Some  ti:nc  after  this,  he  discovered 
that  the  heir  of  Tregannon  was  actually  under 
the  roof  of  his  own  aunt,  and  that  bis  uncle 
and  several  eminent  lawyers  were  about  ti» 
enter  a  suit  at  law  against  James  Tregannon. 
The  attorney  was  fearfully  alarmed.  IJlack 
George  he  knew  had  sailed  for  America  ;  li.id 
he  betrayed  him  and  James  Tregannon  !  liut 
as  time  rolled  on  he  discovered  that  Mr.  Hond 
was   forced,  for   want  of    sutiicicnt    proof,     to 


294  THE  YOUNG  COKMANDER. 

abandon  his  intended  law  suit.  To  his  daugh- 
tor  he  communicated  the  intelligence,  and  that 
there  was  no  doubt  but  that  Mr.  Bond,  having 
given  his  own  home  to  Chiude  Tregannon, 
would  leave  him  his  entire  property  ;  and 
the  kind  hearted  girl  was  rejoiced  that  the 
poor  boy  was  saved  from  shame  and  destitu- 
tion, and  would,  eventually,  her  father  posi- 
tively asserted,  regain  his  name  and  estates. 

Having  at  length  found  a  party  to  advance  the 
loan  of  fifty  thousand  pounds,  with  the  further 
security — as  the  estate  of  Tregannon  was 
strictly  entailed — of  insuring  James  Tregan- 
non^s  life,  the  interest  and  premium  to  be  paid 
out  of  the  estate,  which  was  to  bo  made  over 
to  the  lenders,  till  the  debt  was  paid,  he 
set  to,  in  downright  earnest,  to  complete  his 
pi  ins.  All  the  necessary  papers  were  execu- 
ted, signed,  &3,  &c,  and  Mr.  Stonehenge, 
having  sent  on  his  family  to  Liverpool,  finally 
managed,  as  related,  to  escape  to  America  with 
the  money,  writing  a  letter  to  James  Tregan- 
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non,  telling  him,  as  a  coiiipeusation  for  hU  loss, 
that  all  he  had  to  do,  was  to  lay  claim  to  the 
estate  of  Pentoven,  which  was  at  that  peiiud 
worth  more  than  sixty  thousand  pound?,  and 
advising  him  to  apply  to  an  attorney  he  men- 
tioned, a  man  notoriously  addicted  to  all  casca 
of  chicanery  and  fraud,  for  assistance. 

Contrary  winds  forced  the  ship  in  which  ho 
sailed  into  the  cove  of  Cork,  and  a  succession 
of  gales  delayed  her  there.  So  great  was  hm 
terror  at  this  delay,  that  llosa  suspected,  from 
his  incoherent  expressions,  that  she  had  been 
the  dupe  of  her  father's  artifice,  and  she  dottr- 
mincd  to  write  to  Mr.  Bond's  lawyer ;  she 
would  not  bring  her  father's  life  into  peril, 
but  she  would  free  the  kind-hearted  uncle  and 
aunt  from  all  doubt. 

Mr.     ISlonchenge    and  family    reached   New 

York  ;  thence  he  went  to and   previous   to 

purchasing  a  property  in  French  Canada, 
placed  the  whole  of  liis  funds  in  an    apparently 
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prosperous  bauk,  which  failed  three  weeks 
afterwards,  leaving  Mr.  Stonehenge  a  pauper 
in  a  strange  land. 

The  event  broke  his  heart,  and  after  six 
month's  real  suffering  he  died,  leaving  his  widow 
and  daughter  without  the  means  of  subsistence ; 
but  for  that  noble  hearted,  energetic  girl,  Mrs. 
Stonehenge  would  have  followed  her  misguided 
husband  to  the  grave,  but  Kosa's  spirit  was 
not  to  be  crushed  by  misfortune ;  the  wretched 
father  confessed  all  before  his  death  ;  even  the 
contents  of  the  crumpled  paper  were  told  to 
the  horror  stricken  Eosa,  who  felt  thankful 
that  the  cursed  gold,  the  cause  of  all  the  misery 
of  her  family,  was  gone.  Henceforth  she  would 
live  by  her  own  exertions,  and  the  moment 
she  had  the  means  she  resolved  to  return  to 
England,  and  terrible  as  it  would  bo  to  her 
she  would  obey  her  father's  dying  wish  and 
disclose  all  she  knew  of  the  past ;  a  full  narra- 
tive of  the  facts  drawn  up   by   her  aud   signed 
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by  her  father — was  forwarded  to  England  di- 
rected to  Mr.  Saunders,  but  this  document  un- 
fortunately never  reached  its  destination,  the 
ship  being  captured  by  a  French  cruiser. 

Rosa  Stonehenge  opened  a  school  in  Thiladel- 
phia,  and  in  a  very  short  time,  so  well  did  she 
conduct  herself,  that  she  was  able  to  live  in 
comparative  comfort ;  and  there  we  leave  her 
and  return  to  England. 
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